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Merry 
Christmas! 


Mistletoe  Helps  The  Man 
Who  Helps  Himself 

•  'Neath  the  mistletoe  'tis 
proper  to  kiss,  as  history 
shows ; 

But  where  is  the  miss  who'd 
not  rather  be  kissed  right 
under  her  nose! 

— STEWIE  MERRELL 
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The  Birth  of  the  N.  R.  A 


T„ 


How  would  you  like  to  step  out  of  Northwestern 
right  into  a  white  collar  job  in  Washington?  Bob 
Lowry  did  it — and,  what's  more,  he  gives  you  the 
lowdown  on  the  Birth  of  the  N.R.A.  as  you,  your- 
self, would  have  seen  it! 

By  Robert  Lowry 
•  ARTICLE  • 


HE  complete  story  of  the  development  of  one 
of  the  most  amazing,  peace-time,  governmental  pro- 
jects in  the  history  of  the  world,  the  National  Re- 
covery Administration,  probably  never  will  be  told. 
The  documentary  evidence  does  not  reveal  more  than 
a  fragment,  because  most  of  what  took  place  were 
ideas  translated  immediately  into  action.  Each  par- 
ticipant could  contribute  enormously  if  a  compilation 
of  NRA's  history  were  made,  but  such  is  unlikely. 

I  was  on  the  ground  in  the  early  days  of  that 
great  obstacle  race,  and  I  lived  and  breathed  it  for 
fifteen  months.  I  like  to  call  it  an  obstacle  race  for 
that  is  an  accurate  description.  It  started  at  a  time 
when  the  country  was  in  desperate  need  of  relief. 
Its  goal  was  to  create  employment,  raise  wages,  increase 
purchasing  power,  restore  confidence,  and  stabilize 
business  and  industry.  It  was  to  accomplish  these 
purposes  by  lending  business  and  industry  the  help- 
ing hand  of  government. 

Competition,  as  it  had  been  practiced  in  the  dizzy 
twenties  under  the  Republican  do-nothing-at-all  pol- 
icy, had  sown  the  seeds  of  its  own  ruination.  The 
harvest  was  bitter.  Yet,  the  country,  floundering  in 
abysmal  depths,  tolerated  with  admirable  patience  the 
hypodermic  shots  of  foolish  optimism  administered 
by  its  frustrated,  unimaginative,  and  wondering  lead- 
ers. That  same  competition  with  its  retinue  of  cut- 
throat practices  seemed,  in  early  1933.  more  unswerv- 
ingly bent  on  removing  Capitalism  completely  from 
this  country  than  had  Czarism  in  Russia.  To  re- 
model competition  was  the  government's  function  in 
the  NRA  partnership  of  business  and  government. 
Government  could  do  what  the  prescient  business  men 
of  the  country  individually  were  unable  to  do,  viz. 
with  the  backing  of  public  opinion,  force  business  to 
appreciate  and  fulfill  its  social  responsibility. 

The  course  of  the  obstacle  race  was  uncharted,  and 
time  was  of  the  essence.  The  whole  project  savoured 
of  economic  planning,  and  we  had  no  skilled,  experi- 
enced economic  planners.  But  we  did  have  pragma- 
tists.  able  ones,  and  on  them  devolved  the  tremendous 
task  of  accomplishing  great  ends  through  untried,  ex- 
pedient means.  Some  of  the  problems  which  faced 
General  Johnson  and  his  small  band  of  Deputies 
were:  To  what  extent  have  the  anti-trust  laws  been 
laid  aside?  Can  all  Industry  be  codified  quickly 
enough?  How  far  can  this  be  pushed  without  mak- 
ing it  an  Eighteenth  Amendment?  How  can  consumers 
be  protected  from  profiteering  in  the  boom  caused  by 
anticipated   higher   costs?   Can   that   boom   be   leveled 


off  into  steady  recovery?  How  should  organized  labor 
be  dealt  with?  How  big  an  additional  load  can  sick 
industry  carry  without  its  suffering  a  fatal  relapse? 
What  will  Congress  do  when  it  gets  back?  What  will 
the  Supreme  Court  think  of  all  this?  Can  this  job 
be  done  in  a  well  organized  manner  without  falling 
into  the  pitfalls  of  bureaucratic  and  political  encum- 
brances? The  answers  to  these  and  thousands  of  like 
questions  were  most  elusive,  but  if  one  would  not 
work,  another  might.  Thus,  with  an  extremely  small 
staff,   the  NRA  was  off. 

The  first  job  was  to  conceal  the  actual  vagueness 
of  the  key  men  with  a  smokescreen  of  wild,  blind 
public  enthusiasm.  War  ballyhoo  experts  did  their 
part  well,  and  Industry  rushed  to  Washington  to  give 
its  all  for  the  cause.  It  was  too  bad  that  all  the 
codes  could  not  have  been  effected  within  a  month, 
before  Industry  got  cagey,  so  that  some  real  social 
progress  could  have  been  made.  As  it  was,  the  code- 
making  process  was  discovered  to  be  slow,  and  as  In- 
dustry again  tasted  profits,  its  willingness  to  waive  its 
"constitutional  rights"  for  the  sake  of  humanity  van- 
ished. The  President's  Reemployment  Agreement, 
or  "blanket  code,"  was  effective  in  getting  the  prin- 
ciples of  NIRA  into  actual  practice  throughout  the 
country  in  all  industries,  but  it  also  had  its  bad  effects. 
Utter  confusion  reigned  in  the  provinces.  It  was  con- 
strued by  most  employees  to  be  mandatory  and  bind- 
ing, and  when  their  employer  did  not  follow  it  and 
was  not  instantly  struck  dead,  the  whole  NRA  came 
into  disrepute.  Its  requirements  were  lenient,  and  as 
an  industry  came  later  to  be  codified  it  considered  as 
one  of  its  inalienable  rights  the  right  to  have  require- 
ments no  higher  than  those  of  the  NRA. 

As  the  NRA  was  new,  every  one  of  Johnson's 
Deputies  was  entitled  to  his  own  opinion  as  to  how 
things  should  be  done.  Each  brought  his  own  assist- 
ants, and  set  up  his  own  shop  to  do  business.  John- 
son was  too  frantically  busy  to  do  much  coordinating. 
That  the  early  codes  even  resembled  one  another  was 
almost  coincidental  and  was  caused  by  informal  con- 
ferences of  fellow  deputies  over  a  luncheon  table.  But 
that  was  the  only  way  that  the  job  could  be  done. 
The  saving  factor  was  that  the  Deputies  were  able, 
responsible  men  who  could  be  trusted  to  do  good 
jobs.  And.  furthermore,  the  informality  challenged 
a  man's  resourcefulness,  discretion,  judgment,  and 
sense  of  humor.  It  was  a  delightful  place  to  work. 
Anybody,  down  to  the  office  boy,  who  could  gen- 
(  CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  26) 
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IT  RINGS  THE   BELL! 


AF  you  would  like  to  find  out  how  good  your  pipe  really  can  taste, 
try  Prince  Albert.  This  excellent  secret  blend  of  choice,  top-quality 
tobaccos  is  treated  by  a  special  process  which  removes  all  trace  of 
"bite."  Smoke  a  pipeful  of  mellow  Prince  Albert  and  see  for  your- 
self why  pipe  smokers  everywhere  call  it  "The  National  Joy  Smoke." 
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The  Parrot  Squawks; 


^etry  Chtistttjosf 


®  Verily,  as  Miss  Stein  would  say,  Merry  Christmas  is  Christmas  is  Xmas,  and  there's 
no  getting  around  it.  This  season  of  the  year  is  made  particularly  gay  by  great  num- 
bers of  social  functions  and  is  featured  by  comparatively  heavy  spending.  It  is  the 
season  during  which  people  forget  their  troubles,  if  not  completely,  to  a  large  extent. 
It  is  the  season  when  a  clear  note  of  optimism  dominates  the  pessimistic  undertone.  It 
is  the  season  at  which  a  philanthropist  who  would  ordinarily  give  a  panhandler  a  nickel 
will  give  him  ten  cents  instead.  Call  it  good  fellowship;  call  it  optimism;  call  it  acute 
inanity;  call  it  what  you  will,  the  fact  remains  that  Christmas  has  it. 


•  This  happy  state  of  affairs  has  been  brought  about  largely  through  commercialism 
of  Christmas.  Some  merchandiser,  who  was  probably  a  blood  brother  of  P.  T.  Barnum, 
achieved  the  idea  of  bringing  Santa  Claus  in  person  to  his  store.  Now  the  youth  of 
America  is  bewildered  annually  by  seeing  a  thousand  Santas,  some  ringing  bells  on 
corners,  some  wearing  sandwich  signs  over  their  flea-bitten  cotton  uniforms,  and  some 
sporting  cherubic  grins  in  toy  departments,  when  they  know  darn  well  that  only  one  of 
Ihese  guys  can  possibly  be  who  he  claims  he  is. 


•  And  it  is  this  commercialism  of  Christmas  that  brings  us  to  our  subject.  This  is  the 
Christmas  issue  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT.  In  it  are  numerous  advertisements  based 
solely  upon  this  practice.  We  are  ail  conformers  to  custom,  and  in  this  country  it 
happens  to  be  one  of  our  customs  to  give  away  presents  to  our  friends  at  Christmas 
time.  Inasmuch  as  we  must  all  buy  at  this  time,  why  can't  we  all  buy  from  Par- 
rot advertisers? 


®  With  this  thought  in  mind,  the  PARROT  would  like  to  wish  all  of  you  readers  the 
happiest  of  Christmases  and  all  that  goes  with  it,  and  to  remind  you  that  the  PARROT 
advertisers  are  looking  forward  to  your  patronage  while  doing  your  Christmas  buying. 
For  God's,  yours,  ours,  and  their  sakes,  please  tell  them  you  saw  their  ad  in  THE  PUR- 
PLE PARROT! 

George  Heinemann 


. . .  C^sted  ShodoH's 


•  Next  month— JH£  PURPLE  PARROT  goes  gala  in  the  midst  of  Hell  Week  and 
Finals  .  .  .  The  big  BIRTHDAY  NUMBER  .  .  .  celebrating  the  16th  ANNIVER- 
SARY of  THE  PURPLE  PARROT  .  .  .  with  articles  on  Hell  Week  and  Finals  .  .  . 
and  perhaps  a  feature  by  Huey  Long  .  .  .  plus  the  regular  departments,  humor, 
articles  and  features    .    .    .    don't  miss  it!     Out  Feb.  1st. 
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Back- Cage  With  the  Editor 


Si^ny    Thinks! 

•  First,  a  "thank  you"  to  those  of  you  who  remembered  to  say  that  you  "saw  it  in  the 
PARROT."  Advertising  is  up  20%  this  month.  But  maybe  it's  because  of  Christmas 
— who  knows?  Anyhow,  local  advertising  is  up — now  it  must  be  kept  there,  or  else 
.  .  .  But  George  gives  you  the  lowdown  on  that  end  of  the  business,  just  across  the 
way.     Read  and  heed. 


•  Maybe  you'd  like  to  know  a  bit  about  some  of  the  new  additions  to  the  PARROT 
staff.  For  instance,  take  Bob  Lowry  whose  first  article  appears  in  this  issue.  An 
ex-Austin  Scholar,  Lowry  spent  a  year  in  Europe,  a  year  in  Washington,  and  is  now 
back  here  spending  a  year  or  so  in  Law  School.  Bill  Hennings,  ex-Business  Manager  of 
the  PARROT  and  now  an  assistant  code  administrator  himself,  tipped  us  off  that  Low- 
ry could  dish  out  some  very  inside  stuff  on  Washington,  et  al.  Many  thanks.  Bill,  and 
thanks  to  you.  Bob,  for  a  very  swell  article,  indeedl  Let's  hope  it  won't  be  the  last 
you'll  write. 


•  A  flock  of  bouquets  to  Flora  M.  Nelson  of  McKinlock  Campus  who  con- 
tributes a  right  nice  little  short  story  .  .  .  here's  to  more  like  it!  How  about 
that,  McKinlock?  Any  more  embryo  authors  on  the  downtown  campus,  or  out  here, 
too,  that  would  like — yea,  enjoy,  seeing  their  prose  in  print,  may  do  so  by  simply 
mailing  it  to  101  U.  Hall.  And  ail  manuscripts  will  be  returned.  But  to  get  on  with 
the  bouquets  .  .  .  Pat  Patillo  and  Tom  Carmody,  two  more  newcomers  to  the 
PARROT  staff,  show  excellent  promise  of  real  writing  ability.  Pat  for  her  humorous 
twist  and  Tom  for  his  dramatic  quirk.  Hope  you  like  them  .  .  .  you're  due  to  see 
a  lot  more  of  their  stuff. 


•  In  case  you  didn't  know,  the  well-deserved  credit  for  our  excellent  feminine  fashion 
pages  is  due  Genevieve  Smith,  Joann  Wakeman,  and  Vee  Rice.  Genevieve  and  Bill 
Hoebel,  incidentally,  handle  the  jobs  of  Managing  Editors  most  competently  (thank 
God).  And  as  for  the  men's  fashions.  Chuck  (Jevvons)  Weideman  and  George  (Big- 
time)  Whitford,  have  things  well  in  hand.  Furthermore,  Whitford,  a  Phi  Delt  transfer 
this  year  from  Colorado,  has  just  stepped  into  the  job  of  Advertising  Manager  of  the 
PARROT  .  .  .  which  might  explain  that  20yo  increase  in  local  advertising.  And 
that  brings  to  mind  the  name  of  Mary  Clark,  star  solicitor  of  the  Business  staff,  who 
will  have  plenty  of  Christmas  money  to  spend.  Why?  She  won  the  $5  cash  prize 
offered  to  the  PARROT  ad  salesman  selling  the  largest  amount  of  advertising  each 
month.  That  $5,  plus  the  regular  12%  commission,  ought  to  net  her  about  $12  for  a 
few  hours'  effort.  Not  a  bad  way  to  pick  up  a  few  extra  pennies!  Should  you  feel  in 
a  selling  mood,  drop  in  at  the  PARROT  office  and  ask  for  Bill  Campbell  .  .  .  he'll 
fix  you  up. 

•  See  you  next  month! 
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As  He  Lived 


•  There  was  no  sign  of  any  emotion 
on  the  face  of  the  tall  lean  man  as 
he  rose  from  his  desk  in  the  luxurious 
office.  He  was  quite  calm  as  he  took 
his  fiat  and  stick  and  left  the  office 
with  only  a  last  perfunctory  look  as 
if  to  reassure  himself  that  everything 
there  was  in  perfect  order.  Auto- 
matically he  pulled  himself  more  erect 
as  he  started  to  cross  the  customer's 
room,  hie  nodded  to  one  or  two  per- 
sons who  were  there  watching  the  clos- 
ing prices  being  posted  on  the  board 
at  the  far  end  of  the  smoke-filled 
room,  but  he  did  not  stop  until  he 
reached  the  cashier's  wicket  at  the 
other  side.  Here  he  accepted  a  sealed 
envelope  which  Bellowes,  the  cashier, 
gravely  handed  him.  The  envelope 
contained  one  thousand  dollars  in 
sma'l  bills.  He  had  thought  that  that 
would  be  enough;  no  sense  in  exciting 
suspicion,  although  it  really  didn't  mat- 
ter much  now  whether  he  excited 
suspicion  or  not.  By  tomorrow  every- 
one would  know.  They  would  know 
that  he  was  a  crook,  an  embezzler,  a 
stock  manipulator;  Golden  State  Util- 
ities had  come  to  the  end  of  its  rope; 
the  well  was  dry,  and  tomorrow  every- 
one would  know  it.  But  by  tomorrow 
if  all  went  well  he  would  be  where  the 
hue  and  cry  of  swindled  speculators 
wouldn't  bother  him  at  all. 

He  glanced  at  the  clock  on  the  wall 
over  the  door  as  he  passed  out  of 
the  magnificent  offices  which  were  the 
'front'  of  Golden  State.  It  was  a  few 
minutes  after  three;  he  would  have 
plenty  of  time.  He  descended  to  the 
street  below,  and  after  hesitating  for 
a  minute,  he  turned  and  started  off 
at  a  brisk  walk  through  the  crowded 
streets. 

As  he  walked  he  thought  of  the 
events  of  the  past  few  weeks;  weeks 
which  had  seen  the  downfall  of  his 
ultra-smart  gold  brick.  He  had  no 
regrets,  however.  He  had  long  ago 
foreseen  the  inevitable  end,  and  had 
made  preparations  for  it.  But  he  had 
not  expected  it  so  soon,  and  he  had 
been  forced  to  modify  his  plans.  That 
was  the  only  thing  that  caused  him 
any  distress,  and  that  only  because  it 
jeopardized  his  sons,  who  were  away 
in  school.  He  had  planned  to  leave 
them    well   fixed    financially,    at    least. 
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and  had  hoped  to  shield  them  from 
any  scandal.  And  it  was  solely  be- 
cause of  the  activities  of  the  ambitious 
and  unscruDulous  J.  Henry  Carruthers 
that  his  hand  had  been  forced,  and 
his  carefully  laid  plans  for  the  protec- 
tion of  the  children  had  had  to  be 
hastily  revised.  Well  the  thousand 
dollars  in  his  pocket  would  be  enough 
to  even  the  score  with  J.  Henry  Car- 
ryfhers — why,  he  knew  men  who  would 
do  the  job  for  a  couple  of  hundred, 
and  he  could  well  afford  to  splurge  on 
this  last  gesture. 

He  reached  a  quieter  street,  and 
after  proceeding  along  it  for  about 
half  a  block,  he  entered  an  innocuous 
looking  tavern.  He  glanced  at  the 
bartender,  who  nodded  to  him,  jerk- 
ing a  pudgy  finger  toward  a  door  at 
the  rear.  A  few  minutes  later  the 
erstwhile  stockbroker  was  seated  at  a 
table  in  a  private  room  upstairs,  fac- 
ing a  small,  competent  looking  man, 
who  might  have  been  anything.  The 
latter  spoke: 

"Joe  told  me  you  might  have  some- 
thing for  me."  His  lifeless  blue  eyes 
examined  the  other  with  deceptive 
casualness. 

"I  have,  and  I'll  mince  no  words. 
I   want  vou  to  kill   a   man  for  me." 

The  watery  eyes  remained  impas- 
sive. "Things  like  that  have  happened 
before.  Who's  the  guy?" 

"His  name  is  J.  Henry  Carruthers. 
He  lives  at  620  Alden  Drive.  Every 
night  he  is  in  the  habit  of  reading  late 
in  his  study,  which  is  on  a  ground  floor 
wing  of  the  house.  This  room  has 
French  windows  opening  onto  a  ter- 
race. Tonight  one  of  those  windows 
will  be  open.  At  ten  o'clock  he  in- 
variably mixes  himself  a  drink  from 
a  cellarette  which  is  directly  opposite 
this  open  window.  Need  1  say  more?" 

"How  do  you — " 

"Know  all  these  details?  That's  my 
business.  Yours  Is  to  be  there  at  the 
window  at  ten  o'clock."  He  handed 
the  gunman  the  envelope  containing 
the  thousand  dollars.  "Here  Is  your 
fee.     Joe   told    me   you   would   come 


high,  but  I  think  there's  enough  there 
to  assure  me  a  good  job."  He  rose, 
and  left  as  briskly  as  he  had  entered, 
quite    satisfied    with    the   situation. 

He  had  dinner  at  his  club,  eating 
a  leisurely  meal,  feeling  no  nervous- 
ness or  strain  whatever.  After  dinner 
he  went  to  the  lounge  and  proceeded 
to  write  a  letter  to  his  boys.  He  took 
some  pains  with  the  letter,  for  he 
wanted  it  to  appear  light  and  casual, 
just  like  any  other  letter  which  a  father 
would  write  to  his  two  motherless  sons 
away  at  school.  They  would  probably 
be  examining  all  his  correspondence 
after  tomorrow,  and  there  was  no 
sense  in  letting  anything  that  he  might 
inadvertently  write  to  the  boys  mar 
his  plans.  As  he  signed  his  name  and 
sealed  the  letter  he  mentally  wrote 
finis  to  this  chapter  in  his  life.  He 
smiled  grimly  as  he  reflected  how  dif- 
ferent things  might  have  been  had  the 
boys'  mother  lived.  Still,  what  was 
done  was  done. 

It  was  after  nine-thirty  when  he  left 
the  club.  Hailing  a  cab  he  directed 
the  driver  to  take  him  to  620  Alden 
Drive.  A  few  minutes  later  he  arrived 
at  the  house.  It  was  quiet  in  the 
neighborhood,  and  the  click  of  his 
heels  echoed  loudly  as  he  went  up  the 
walk  to  the  darkened  house.  Fumbling 
in  his  pocket  for  a  moment,  he  pro- 
duced a  key,  with  which  he  opened  the 
door.  He  stepped  quietly  into  the 
hall,  tossed  his  hat  and  cane  on  a 
chair,  and  proceeded  to  the  study. 
There  he  switched  on  a  desk-lamp, 
strode  over  and  opened  one  of  the 
long  windows,  then  busied  himself  at 
the  desk  for  several  minutes,  frequently 
glancing  at  the  tall  clock  in  the  corner 
relentlessly  ticking  off  the  minutes.  No 
one  disturbed  him,  and  he  worked 
feverishly  amongst  the  papers  before 
him.  At  last  he  found  what  he  was 
looking  for,  a  life  insurance  policy, 
issued  to  J.  Henry  Carruthers,  and 
dated  five  months  before.  This  he 
placed  in  a  drawer  In  a  prominent 
position.  He  chuckled  to  himself;  here 
was  one  policy  that  the  suicide  clause 
would  not  invalidate. 

The  clock  was  just  beginning  to 
strike  ten  as  he  crossed  to  the  cellar- 
ette, opposite  the  open  window,  and 
began  to  mix  himself  a  drink. 
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i\.  man  and  his  wife 
who  had  just  returned  from  a 
round-the-world  cruise  spoke  of 
Chester f  eld  as  "an  international 
cigarette. " 
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.  . .  that  Chesterfield  Cigarettes 
are  on  sale  in  86  countries  all 
over  the  world. 

It  means  something  that 
Chesterfields  may  be  purchased 
on  nearly  all  ships  and  at  almost 
every  port. 

It  means  that  for  a  cigarette 
to  enjoy  such  popularity,  it  must 
have  merit.  We  do  our  level  best 
to  make  Chesterfield  as  good  a 
cigarette  as  can  be  made. 
Smokers  say  .  .  . 
in  almost  every  language 


Above — Vacuum  tin  of  50 
—  air  tight — water  tight  — 
fully  protected  even  if  sub- 
merged in  water. 

Packages  of  20  wrapped  in 
Du  Pont  No.  300  Cello- 
phane— the  best  made. 
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ROMANCE 

He  wrote  best  on  the  crest  of  the  wave 
— but  she  was  no  sailor!  Rum  vs. 
Romance  in  this  rousing  tale  of  the 
press! 

HI,  JIMMY!     How  about  a  drink?" 
"Sorry,  Bob.  I'm  trudging  home  to  the  little 
woman  tonight  with  a  big  red  apple  in  one  hand  and 
a  sunflower  in  the  other." 

"Extra!  Extra!  'Vet  Reporter  Signs  Pledge.'  Okay, 
Sweetheart.  Go  buy  yourself  a  white  ribbon.  I'm 
going  to  celebrate." 

The  last  edition  of  the  great  metropolitan  news- 
paper had  been  put  to  bed.  No  fresh  kidnapings,  mur- 
ders, or  confessions;  just  nothing  for  the  star  reporter 
to  do  but  find  places  to  go. 

As  Bob  puffed  at  his  cigarette,  telephone  numbers 
paraded  through  his  mind.  "Superior  8942."  No 
answer.  No  hum.  He  tried  again.  "Delaware  3684." 
Another  wait.  Then:  "Hello,  my  love.  Busy?  How 
about  inviting  me  over  to  chase  the  pink  elephants 
out  of  your  apartment?  No?  Well,  I'm  sorry,  too. 
Call  you  again  soon.  'Bye." 

He  reflected  a  while.  Maybe  a  drink  would  help. 
He  sauntered  across  the  street  to  the  bar.  As  he 
waited  for  his  shot  of  bourbon,  more  numbers  paraded 
through  his  mind. 

Suddenly  he  recalled  an  attractive  girl  he  had  met 
at  a  recent  Press  Party,  She  was  a  cute  little  brunette: 
diminutive  Mae  Westish  figure  and  legs  worthy  of  the 
chorus  front  line.  Cherchez  la  femme  indeed!  Out 
came  the  Little  Blue  Book.  Alice  Malloy — Delaware 
8476.  She  had  told  him  she  lived  with  a  group 
of  girls  not  far  out  of  the  loop.  Too  bad  she  didn't 
have  an  apartment.  Oh,  well. 

He  sprinted  back  to  the  office  and  grabbed  the 
nearest  telephone.  Damn,  but  that  operator  was 
slow.     Then — click. 

"Y.  W.  C.  A." 

Should  he  hang  up?  What  the  hell!  Places  didn't 
prove  anything. 

"Miss  Alice  Malloy,  please,"  Another  long  wait. 
"Hello,  Miss  Malloy."  His  voice  was  one  of  his  great- 
est assets.  It  was  always  so  intriguingly  promising. 
"This  is  Bob  Williams  of  the  Free  Press.  We've 
buried  all  the  news  down  here  tonight,  and  I'm  all 
set  for  a  big  evening.  What  do  you  say?  What's 
the  address?  I'll  be  over  in  half  an  hour." 

He  was  a  little  late  in  calling  for  Alice.  She  met 
him  at  the  door  with  her  wraps  on.  He  had  rather 
expected  to  sit  in  one  of  the  spacious  parlors  for  a 
smoke  while  he  sized  up  the  evening's  possibilities. 
But  apparently  the  gal  didn't  believe  in  previews. 
When  he  asked  her  where  she  wanted  to  go,  she  re- 
sponded without  hesitation:  "Oh,  let's  see  the  picture 
at  the  Dearborn,  and  I  know  a  clever  place  to  eat 
later." 
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^^O  TO  the  Dearborn  they  went.  The  warm  air 
made  his  drinks  feel  more  potent.  He  became  drowsy 
watching  the  whirling  chorus  girls  on  the  screen.  Nice 
of  Alice  not  to  be  one  of  those  gabby  females.  He 
slept  quietly. 

When  the  lights  came  on,  he  blinked.  "Ready? 
Let's  go.  Where  was  it  you  said.''  What's  it  like? 
Do  you  mind  if  I  take  you  to  a  place  where  I  feel 
at  home'" 

And  so  they  went  to  Tony's. 

"What  would  you  like  to  drink?" 

"Nothing.  I  NEVER  drink.  I  think  it's  a  terrible 
thing  to  do." 

Wheeee!  Why  had  he  thought  her  a  sophisticated 
Sob  Sister  just  because  he  met  her  at  a  Press  Party? 
He  must  have  reeked  of  liquor  when  he  arrived  to 
call  for  her.  He  studied  her.  She  was  very  attractive, 
but  there  was  a  set  look  about  her  mouth  and  eyes. 

"Well,  let's  eat  then.  Tony  has  tasty  ravioli. 
Think  you'd  like  it?     Okay,  Tony.  Ravioli  for  two." 

He  offered  her  a  cigarette. 

"No,  thanks,"  she  smiled  brightly. 

Well,  what  was  this?  Old  home  week  for  the 
pledges?  First  Jimmy  goes  noble  on  him.  and  now 
this  cute  trick  neither  drinks  nor  smokes. 

"Tell  me  about  yourself.  How  long  have  you 
lived  in  Chicago?" 

"Just  six  months." 

"And  before  that?" 

"Belmont,  South  Dakota." 
"Tell    me   something.    Don't   any    of   the    girls    in 
South  Dakota  drink  or  smoke?" 

"I  suppose  so,  but  not  the  ones  my  aunt  let  me 
go  around  with.  The  girls  in  Belmont  who  did  were 
called  fast." 

"But  my  dear  little  prairie  flower.  That  rule 
doesn't  hold  in  Chicago." 

"I  don't  care  if  it  doesn't.  I'm  never  going  to 
take  a  drink.  Never.  Terrible  things  happen  to 
people  who  do."   She  looked  meaningly  at  Bob. 

He  refused,  however,  to  argue  the  matter. 

"Okay,  gal,  you  win.  Keep  up  the  good  work. 
Only  don't  join  the  Salvation  Army  on  account  of 
trumpet  playing  hurts  my  ears." 

His  flippancy  bewildered  her.  She  pouted:  "Don't 
laugh  at  me.     I'm  serious." 

"Yeah,  of  course  you  are.  Come  on,  Doll.  I'm 
taking  you  home  on  account  of  I  got  a  date  to  go 
wash  an  elephant.  " 

He  said  good-night  at  her  door  by  the  light  of  a 
handful  of  stars  and  a  sickle  moon,  and  promised  to 
call  her  again  soon.     Then  he  dashed  back  to  Tony's. 

He  was  interested  in  Alice's  peculiar  reaction  rather 


than  in  changing  his  ways.  He  knew  he  wasn't  a 
bad  sort:  got  in  less  scrapes  than  most  of  the  fellows. 
What  if  he  did  drink  when  he  felt  like  it?  What 
else  was  there  to  do?  You  couldn't  stand  a  lot  of 
people  and  places  if  you  didn't  have  something  under 
your  belt. 

• 

He  found  he  could  write  better  when  on  the  crest 
of  the  wave.  During  breathing  spells  between  editions, 
he  liked  to  tell  of  the  men  who  had  worked  with  him 
on  the  Rocky  Mountain  Record  when  he  had  been 
the  Boy  Wonder  of  the  West  just  five  short  years 
before. 

"Look  at  Franklin  Willett,"  he  would  say.  "He's 
in  the  big  money  now,  but  he  started  out  as  a  leg 
man,  crocked  most  of  the  time,  with  no  fear  of 
either  God  or  the  Old  Man.  And  then  he  began  to 
write!  He  could  smell  out  a  story  before  anyone  else, 
and  dash  it  off  in  a  style  to  give  him  a  by-line  whether 
the  paper  did  or  not.  His  new  contract  calls  for 
thirty  thousand  smackers  a  year.  I  tell  you,  boys, 
our  time's  coming:  but  we  can't  rush  it." 

Occasionally  he  did  try  to  rush  it.  When  he  felt 
in  the  mood,  he  turned  out  stories  for  the  nickel 
magazine  market,  and  once  in  a  while  they  clicked 
for  a  check.  The  rejected  ones  he  planned  to  revise. 
In  the  meantime  they  accumulated  in  the  bottom 
drawer  of  his  dresser  to  remind  him  of  his  ambitions. 
Now  he  was  restless.  Plenty  of  time  to  bring  those 
brain  children  up  to  par.  When  he  had  finished  the 
day's  news,  he  wanted  to  relax.  He  hated  to  be  alone. 
His  Blue  Book  got  a  lot  of  wear. 

One  night  Alice  insisted  she  couldn't  see  him:   she 
was  going  to  school. 

"School!"  he  bellowed.  "What  the  hell  for?" 

"Oh,  I'm  studying  journalism.  " 

"My  .  .  .  God  .  .  .  !  You  pay  good  money  for 
tuition  to  learn  in  school  what  I  could  teach  you 
in  one  night.      I  thought  you  had  some  sense." 

"Maybe  I  have,  but  I'm  going  to  school,  anyway." 

"You're  a  stubborn  wench.  Tell  me  one  thing 
you're   going   to   learn    tonight.      Just    ONE   thing." 

"Don't  be  a  meanie,  Bob.  Wait  until  I  get  home." 

"In  the  name  of  Allah,  how  can  you  waste  the 
bloom  of  your  youth  in  a  stuffy  classroom  when  you 
could  go  out  with  me  and  learn  a  hell  of  a  lot  more 
about  both  writing  and  life." 

"I  know.  That's  what  I'm  afraid  of.  I'd  hate 
to  crowd  myself." 

"Hmmm.  You're  learning  the  answers  fast.  Well, 
run  along,  and  don't  forget  that  apple  for  teacher." 

One  day  he  persuaded  Alice  to  come  up  to  his 
hotel  room.  She  seemed  shocked  at  the  idea,  when 
it  was  first  presented,  but  because  Bob  was  so  dis- 
armingly  boyish  and  kind,  she  agreed.  No  sooner 
had  she  entered  and  looked  about  than  she  suggested 
rearranging  things. 

"Why  don't  you  put  the  desk  in  a  better  light' 
Let  me  straighten  the  top  of  your  dresser." 

He  rather  enjoyed  her  mothering  him.  It  had 
been   a   long   time  since   anyone   cared   about   his   eye- 
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sight  or  if  the  top  of  his  dresser  held  anything  but 
dead  soldiers. 

After  Alice's  first  visit,  she  came  often  —  too 
often,  in  fact.  She  frequently  telephoned  when  he  was 
in  the  mood  for  something  besides  gentle  reforma- 
tion. But  it  was  hard  to  be  abrupt  or  cross  with  her, 
for  she  did  arrange  his  room  so  it  looked  less  like 
ten  dollars  a  week.  V/hen  she  brought  down  trivial 
little  knick-knacks  to  add  the  home  touch,  he  was 
tolerantly  amused.  The  calico  dog  she  made  for  him 
seemed  diabolically  human.  Bob  promptly  dubbed 
him  Oscar,  and  perched  him  above  the  dresser  mirror. 
Oscar's  sardonic  grin  kept  Bob  from  being  lonesome 
for  his  confreres. 

He  knew  it  would  never  be  safe  to  make  love  to 
Alice,  for,  with  her  determining  force,  an  off  moment 
would  find  him  with  her  at  the  marriage  license  bur- 
eau. To  be  sure,  he  did  intend  to  get  married  some 
day.  He  had  it  all  planned:  a  little  Polish  girl  by 
the  name  of  Stella  would  adore  him;  she  would  cook 
and  sew  and  bear  him  a  stalwart  son  or  two.  He 
would  read  his  stories  to  her,  and  she  would  tell  him 
he  was  oh,  so  wonderful.  To  hell  with  erudition. 
"What  he  needed  was  devoted  and  adoring  sympathy. 
But  at  the  moment  he  couldn't  warm  to  the  prospect 
of  punching  a  domestic  time  clock. 

Frequently,  after  achieving  a  warm  glow  in  the 
evening,  he  would  call  Alice. 

"But,  Bob.  You  shouldn't  call  me  so  late." 

"Why  not?  Can't  you  be  regular  folks?  What's 
time  anyway  as  paced  by  our  Lord,  Jesus  Christ?  One 
day  is  as  a  thousand  years,  and  a  thousand  years  as 
one  day.      So  what?" 

"Don't  be  sacriligeous." 

"Sorry.  Just  as  you  say.  Have  you  heard  the 
story  about  Dillinger  and  Toots?" 

"No,  and  I  don't  want  to  hear  it." 

"Righto.  One  more  question.  Do  you  know 
what  to  do  for  tonsilitis  in  giraffes?" 

"Bob!  You're  drunk." 

"Wrong  again.  Just  feeling  s-w-e-llUll!  Why 
don't  you  come  over?" 

"I  can't.  It's  ten  o'clock  already." 

"My  dear  little  prairie  flower,  it's  only  nine.  Why 
the  hell  can't  you  count  by  sun  time?" 

"Please,  Bob.  Call  me  tomorrow  when  you  are 
yourself.     Don't  argue  any  more  tonight." 

"Yeah,  but  tomorrow  I  won't  feel  like  calling 
you.  Why  are  all  women  such  procrastinators?  Wish 
I  could  meet  one  once  who  was  an  opportunist. 
Thought  I  could  make  you  over  into  one,  but  it  isn't 
in  your  blood." 

"Bob,  you  know  I  don't  like  to  talk  with  you 
when  you've  been  drinking.     I'll  call  you  tomorrow." 

"How  do  you  know  there's  going  to  be  tomor- 
row? What  a  mess  things  would  be  in  if  this  were 
a  woman's  world!  Now  there's  a  lead  for  a  story. 
Come  over  and  I'll  show  you  how  to  write  it." 

"Good-night,  Bob." 

"Well,  if  you  must  ..."  "Ho  hum." 

Late  one  Saturday  when  he  was  feeling  particu- 
larly  gay,    he   began   calling   numbers,    quite   as   they 


paraded  in  his  mind.     He  called  Alice. 

"Hi,  Toots.  John  Dillinger  speaking.  How  about 
going  on  a  whittling  party?  " 

"Bob!  You're  tight." 

"Right.  And  so?  When  are  you  going  to  grow 
up  and  join  me?" 

"Never!  I  don't  want  to  talk  to  you  or  see  you 
when  you're  this  way." 

"Rilly!  Mah  deah  Miss  "Veah  de  Veah!  And  how 
is  your  litt-ra-ree  work  progressing?  If  you'd  be  nice 
to  me,  I'd  come  over  to  tell  you  the  story  of  Little 
Audrey  and  the  Cannibals.  Now  there's  a  plot  what 
is  a  plot!" 

"I  don't  want  to  hear  it.  Call  me  tomorrow 
if  you're  sober." 

"Okay,  Toots.  The  prodigal  son  will  stagger 
home  at  dawn  to  tell  tales  of  riotous  living  in  the 
far  countree." 

"I'm  ashamed  of  you.  Bob,  Call  me  about  noon 
tomorrow  and  then  we  can  go  to  a  show  and  to 
dinner  the  way  decent  people  do.      Good-night." 

"  'Night  yourself.  Queen  Mary.  Don't  check  your 
hat   anywhere." 

That  night  was  one  of  those  large.  Bacchanalian 
nights.  He  didn't  go  to  bed  until  sun-up.  From  out 
of  space  the  telephone  barked  in  his  ear,  awakening 
him  to  the  realization  of  a  head  bigger  than  the  Levia- 
than. It  was  Alice.  "Where  have  you  been?  I  told 
you  to  call  me  today!" 

"Can't  explain  now,  Alice.  Sorry." 

She  was  petulant.  His  head  wouldn't  stand  any 
more. 

"If  you're  going  to  talk  that  way,  I  won't  listen. 
Good-bye."  He  banged  the  receiver,  and  slipped  off 
to  tag  green  lizards. 

When  he  awakened,  the  fog  had  cleared.  He 
began  to  feel  keen.  Who  could  he  find  to  share  his 
mood?  He  called  Sally.  Sure,  Sally  would  be  there 
in  an  hour.  He  sent  down  for  a  bromo  and  black 
coffee,  took  a  cold  shower,  shaved  and  dressed.  Had 
he  been  a  whistler,  there  would  have  been  music. 

A  gentle  rap  at  the  door.  "Come  in,"  and  in  came 
— Alice. 

"I  didn't  mean  to  be  cross.  Bob.  I  came  down  to 
tell  you  I  was  sorry." 

"Hmmmm.  So  the  man  who  advised  treating  them 
rough  knew  whereof  he  spoke.  Any  moment  Sally 
would  be  there.  What  could  he  do?  He  was  about 
to  tell  Alice  he  had  been  called  out  on  a  story,  when 
— another  rap — and  in  walked  Sally  without  waiting 
for  a  response.  He  introduced  the  two  girls.  What 
could  he  say?  There  he  stood,  reputed  to  be  the  most 
facile  of  writers,  and  without  a  phrase  to  ease  the 
strain  of  this  awkward  situation. 

Alice's  mouth  set  in  a  straight,  hard  line.  Happy- 
go-lucky  Sally  wasn't  at  all  disturbed.  Alice  rose  to 
go.  Bob  couldn't  offer  a  reason  why  she  should 
stay.      She  left. 

Bob   took   Sally   to   dinner,   then  sent  her  home. 

How  absurd  everything  was  now.     He  hadn't  meant 

to  hurt  Alice,  but  why,  in  the  name  of  South  Dakota. 

(CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  25    ) 
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•  ED  WHALEN,  for  three 
years  a  fighting  Wildcat  lines- 
man, is  nominated  to  the  Hall 
of  Heroes  for  his  heroic  efforts 
and  consistently  fine  perform- 
ances during  his  entire  inter- 
collegiate career.  His  fiery 
presence  will  be  missed  next 
fall. 


L  KAWAL,  one  of  the  greatest  of  the 
,  and  the  only  Northwestern  man  to  hold 
najor  captaincy's  at  the  same  time,  com- 
5  respect  as  a  Hero  among  Heroes.  Though 
)y  graduation,  the  vivid  memory  of  Al's 
playing  will  remain  long  with  those  who 
im  in  action. 


•  AL  LIND  heads  the  roll  call  of  Football 
Heroes.  A  cracking  pivotman  on  offense  and  the 
fearless  sparkplug  of  the  defense,  this  Hero  has 
been  chosen  by  his  fellow  teammates  to  lead 
the  Wildcats  next  year  as  co-Captain  with  Wally 
Cruice.  Here's  to  1935,  Al — and  a  champion- 
ship team! 


fli-    UlMO 
CeHTEH.-  Hoa-THtVESTERU 

•  "BIG  JOE"  CHAMBERS, 
whose  educated  toe  and  spark- 
ling line  play  made  him  a  pillar 
of  strength  in  the  Wildcats' 
forward  wall,  crashes  the  Hall 
of  Heroes  in  much  the  same 
way  he  is  accustomed  to  stop- 
ping opposing  fullbacks  —  de- 
cisively! 


CJOE      CHAM6ER.S 
TWC  A*!,  e  -  VOJCT(/  WES  TERtJ 
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Filoso  Fickle 
Fanny  Says— 


Delt:  "Your  sister  is  spoiled,  isn't  she?" 
Beta:  "No;  that's  the  perfume  she  uses." 


He:  Darling,  you  are  the  most  beautiful  girl  in  the  world. 
I  love  you,  must  have  you,  I  can't  live  without  you.  Will  you 
marry  me? 

She:  Who,  me?  ski-u-mah 
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MEAVS 


Phelps  Johnston,  the  Editor 
of  the  Daily,  Gives  You  the 
Inside  Dope  on  Current 
Events  in  His— 


R  £*-^  VUE 


Feature 


®  Boy,  is  this  hot  news!  It  burns!  It  sizzles!  Here 
it  has  been  just  an  hour  since  the  polls  closed  and  we 
are  writing  about  the  big  freshman  election.  When 
we  finish  we  rush  the  copy  to  the  printer,  beating  the 
deadline  by  an  ameba's  antenna.     Hot  stuff! 

Seriously,  the  election  was  just  another  black  eye 
for  campus  politics.  When  things  reach  the  point  at 
which  only  277  Wearers  of  the  Green  care  to  trudge 
to  the  polls,  the  politicians  ought  to  see  the  light  and 
devote  their  time  to  really  important  things  like  tea 
dances  and  trying  to  decipher  W.  S.  G.  A.  house  rules. 

The  University  movement  scored  a  clean  sweep, 
as  was  expected.  Harold  Crosby,  Marian  Mansfield 
and  Ted  Lambros  went  into  office  by  good-sized 
pluralities,  and  the  U.  M.  thereby  gained  control  of 
every  office  in  every  class — the  first  time  any  party 
has  turned  the  trick  since  the  now  decrepit  Old  Line 
crashed  through  in  1931.  In  1932  the  Old  Line  lost 
only  the  freshman  secretary-treasurership  to  the  U.  M., 
then  in  its  first  year.  But  the  tide  turned  last  year 
and  U.  M.  won  seven  of  the  twelve  offices.  It  will 
be  interesting  to  see  if  the  cycle  repeats  itself  next 
year — for  there  will  surely  be  politics,  no  matter  what 
anyone  says.  If  the  apathy  of  the  students  increases 
we  may  witness,  about  1940,  the  defeat  of  the  Good 
Government  league  by  the  Clean  Politics  association, 
nine  votes  to  seven.      But  there  will  still  be  politics. 

Yet  this  lack  of  interest  is  hardly  deplorable;  it  is, 
in  fact,  almost  reassuring.  Campus  politics  is  not, 
cannot  be  and  ought  not  to  be,  important  enough  to 
attract  student  interest  on  any  large  scale  for  the  rea- 
son that  the  duties  performed  by  class  officers,  are  in 
no  way  essential  to  the  conduct  of  the  university  or 
even  of  class  affairs!  A  Northwestern  undergraduate 
election  is  hardly  more  than  a  popularity  contest:  the 
chosen  ones  affect  not  at  all  the  form  and  process  of 
government  of  the  student  body. 

But  there  has  recently  been  evidenced  in  another 
field  a  lack  of  interest  which  is  as  regrettable  as  the 
political  lethargy  is  ridiculous.  The  Board  of  Gov- 
ernors of  the  Waa-Mu  show  has  announced  that, 
because  the  seven  scripts  submitted  by  students  and 
alumni  in  the  annual  show-book  contest  were  unsuited 
for  production,  the  1935  Waa-Mu  show  will  be  a 
production  of  "Good  News,"  the  great  Broadway 
musical  comedy  hit  of  a  few  years  past. 

It  is  not  our  intention  to  criticize  the  action  of 
the  Board  of  Governors:  rather,  we  congratulate  it  on 
its  candid  admission  that  none  of  the  scripts  sub- 
mitted  in    the   amateur   competition    were,    to   put   it 


boldly,  worth  producing.  And  we  have  no  doubt 
that  Joe  Miller's  capable  direction  and  the  efforts  of 
the  undergraduate  committees  and  casts  will  make  the 
Waa-Mu  production  of  "Good  News"  well  worth 
seeing. 

But  we  do  think  it  unfortunate  that  there  are  no 
Northwestern  students  or  alumni  with  the  interest 
and/or  talent  necessary  to  produce  a  script  suitable 
for  an  all-campus  musical  comedy.  Apathy  is  going 
a  bit  too  far.  We  don't  expect  to  see  any  Noel 
Coward's  hereabouts,  but  aren't  there  any  more  Roily 
Laughners  or  Chuck  Dietzs? 

To  bide  the  time  between  the  present  moment 
and  the  moment  we  settle  down  to  watch  "Good 
News,"  we  have  the  basketball  season.  After  three 
years  of  watching  Dutch  Lonborg  develop  team  after 
team  and  star  after  star  from  material  that  was  often 
rather  mediocre  when  be  started  to  work  with  it,  we 
are  convinced  that  he  can  make  a  real  ball  club  out 
of  those  sophomores  who  trounced  Carleton  the  other 
night.  N.  U.  is  a  good  bet  to  finish  the  season  well 
up  the  conference  ladder  —  with  Lonborg,  'twas 
ever  thus. 

•  What  of  Hanley?  The  splendid  rally  of  the 
Wildcat  eleven  which  began  with  the  Wisconsin  game 
had  the  inevitable  effect  of  quieting  the  student  depre- 
cations of  him  which  were  beginning  to  be  heard, 
and  it  seems  that  he  stands  a  very  good  chance  to  be 
back  at  the  helm  next  fall.  But  we  hear  that  certain 
alumni  groups  are  still  hankering  for  a  change,  and 
we'll  have  to  wait  to  see  if  they  get  what  they  want. 

We  hear  also  that  in  the  event  Hanley  goes  Coach 
Vance  of  Evanston  High  school  will  be  boomed  as 
the  next  Wildcat  coach.  There  is  also  talk  that  Ossie 
Solem  of  Iowa  would  like  to  get  away  from  the 
Hawkeye  school,  and  that  Jimmy  Phelan  of  Wash- 
ington longs  to  get  back  in  the  Big  Ten.  where  he 
first  gained  fame  as  coach  of  Purdue's  first  title  team. 
Then  there  are  the  others  we  mentioned  in  the  last 
issue  of  this  magazine. 

A  last  word  on  football:  Jack  Beynon,  Illinois 
quarterback,  is  said  to  have  told  Hanley  after  the 
Illini-Wildcat  game  that  Northwestern  was  the  dirt- 
iest team  he  ever  played  against.  And  in  the  editorial 
offices  of  the  DAILY  there  is  a  stinging  letter  received 
there  from  a  Michigan  student  in  which  the  same  gen- 
eral thought  is  expressed:  Northwestern  played,  this 
Wolverine  says,  the  dirtiest,  "most  rotten,  stinking" 
football  seen  in  the  Ann  Arbor  stadium  in  many  years. 

As  others  see  us! 
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OPENING  NIGHT  .  .  .  the  new  perfume  .  .  .  Lucien  Leiong's  ...  it  will  please  her  .  .  .  and 
you,  too  ...  an  enchanting  bottle  .  .  .  surrounded  by  a  crystal  pyramid  .  .  . 

MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 

COCKTAIL  BAG  ...  by  Elizabeth  Arden  .  .  .  perfume  .  .  .  jeweled  lipstick  .  .  .  mirror  .  .  . 
comb  .  .  .  and  a  double  compact  ...  in  any   color  ...  or  any  material  .  .  . 

MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 

HATCHABELLI.  .  .  white  and  gold  charm  .  .  .  compact  .  .  .  lipstick  .  .  .  plus  Duchess  of 
York  perfume  ...  in  white  satin  setting  .  .  .  MARSHALL   FIELD   &  CO. 

DAY  AND  NIGHT.  .  .  lipstick  and  mirror  set  .  .  .  one  side  tinted  for  daylight  .  .  .  the  other 
for  electricity  .  .  .  two  lipsticks  ...  to  be  used  accordingly  .  .  .  MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 

NOVEL  ...  a  tiny  jacket  .  .  .  for  bed-time  reading  ...  of  quilted  taffeta  .  .  .  pastel  velvet  .  .  . 
or  knitted  wool  .  .  .  soft  as  down  .  .  .   SADIE  V.  MAHER 

DRESSER  SET.  .  .  crystal  ...  in  pale  blue  .  .  .  peach  ...  or  white  .  .  .  two  tall  bottles  .  .  . 
powder  box  .  .  .  and  mirror  perfume  tray  .    .  .  complete  for  $3.00  .  .  .  TATMANS 

B  FLORENTINE  .  .  .  silver  jewelry  .  .  .  leather  cigarette  cases  .  .  .  smoke 
sets  .  .  .  card  boxes  .  .  .  white  metal  tea  spoons  ...  or  a  tinted  enameled 
compact  .  .  .  MERCATINO-ITALIAN  SHOP 

H  INTIMATE  .  .  .  dippers  .  .  .  for  lounging  .  .  .  half  satin  .  .  .  half  velvet  .  .  . 
strap  heel  ...  by  Daniel  Green  .  .  .  $3.95  .  .  .  JOSEPH'S   SALON 

I  ENSEMBLE  .  .  .  everything  .  .  .  for  a  complete  evening  .  .  .  comb  .  .  . 
compact  .  .  .  cigarette  case  ...  in  black  .  .  .  and  silver  .  .  . 

MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 
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HEART  BREAKERS 


REFRESHING.  .  .  sea  green  ...  and  black  .  .  . 
rough  crepe  .  .  .  short  jacket  .  .  .  tailored  skirt  ...  in 
front  .  .  .  diminutive  train  ...  in  back  .  .  .  for  the  early 
evening  ...  or  informal  date  only  $16.95  .  .  .  FRANCES 
NICHOLS 


GOLDEN  STRAPS.  .  .  mere  suggestions  of  evening 
sandals   .   .   .  and   Christmas   parties   .   .   .  enhance  slim 
ankles  .  .  .  and  dancing  toes  .  .  .  instead  of  concealing     Hr 
them  .  .  .  featured  by 

SECHLERS  (The  FLORSHEIM  Store  in  Evanston) 


GREETINGS.  .  .  and  a  suggestion  .  .  .  for  yourself 
...  a  gay  coiffure  .  .  .  for  a  gay  season  .  .  .  from 

THE  BEAUTY   MART,  1609  Sherman 


GLITTERING 

.  .  .  very  forn'ial  . 
cocktail   lounge  . 


.  silver  lame  .  .  .  above  black  velvet 
,  if  you  leave  the  jacket  ...  in  the 
MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 


WRAP  .  .  .  black  velvet  .  .  .  full  length  .  .  .  with 
white  fox  ...  to  glorify  the  coat  .  .  .  and  you 

MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 


GRACIOUS .  .  .  blue  royale  .  .  .  white  flowers  for 
contrast  .  .  .  slipper  satin  .  .  .  shimmering  .  .  .  under 
gala  lights  ...  or  in  the  darkness  .  .  . 

MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 


SLIPPERS  .  .  .  under  a  rustling  skirt  .  .  .  must 
be  dainty  .  .  .  and  surprising  ...  of  an  original 
color  .  .  .  from  ...  THE  TINT  SHOPPE 
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Jevvons— 

caught  Kris  Kringle — -that  plump  purveyor  of  good 
cheer  and  all  the  rest  of  the  bally  rot  —  sliding  down 
the  oil  heater  pipe  with  a  bag  full  of  oddments 
calculated  to  amuse  and  delight  the  masculine  heart. 

•  A  dozen  hand  initialed  handkerchiefs  with  corded 
borders. 

Chromium  and  colored  enamel  smoker's  set  .  .  . 
six  pieces. 


•  Slip-on  or  button 
style  pigskin  gloves. 


All  from  the  inner  sanctum  sanctorum  of 
MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO.  (see  left) 


•  Comoy's  famous  English  pipes  .  .  .  imported  to  afford  the  American 
college  man  a  smooth,  cool,  pleasant  smoke  ...  at  the 

CO-OP  SHOP  (below) 
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•  The  old  Jevvons  eye  danced  with  unmitigated  glee 
when  it  beheld  this  box  of  "Flying  Scot"  golf  balls  .  .  . 
Long  after  the  last  of  these  has  buried  itself  In  the  grass 
of  some  green  fairway  the  box  will  be  serving  as  a 
cigarette  container  in  a  well  appointed  living  room  .  .  . 

MARSHALL  FIELD'S 


©  A  self-striped  silk  lounging  robe  ...  in  green  or  red- 
dish brown  with  white  polka  dots  .  .  .  lined  with  Skinner 
satin  .  .  .  from   MACFARLAND'S  (left) 


•   Genuine  deer-skin  gloves  for  men 


from 
CHANDLER'S 


•  Set  of  evening  jewelry  ...  in  white  moonstones,  the 
correct  thing  .  .  .  Leather  Pullman  slippers  .  .  .  An  ade- 
quate bill  fold  .  .  .  And  a  collar  clasp  and  cravat  chain 
combination  from  FIELD'S  .  .  . 

Assured  Jevvons  that  there  would  be  a  MERRY  CHRIST- 
MAS  for   at   least   one    Hon.    Gentleman's    Gentleman. 
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Turn  Back  The  Clock 

With  Auld  Lang  Syne 

•   Just  a  year  ago,  do  you  remember  when: 

BUD  HANCHETT  sent  GINNY  SANDERS  the  most 
charming  corsage  of  onions  and  radishes  for  the  big  ball? 

DICK  SAYERS  had  a  date  with  one  of  the  visiting 
Michigan  gals,  and  when  returning  to  the  sorority  quads 
quite  a  bit  later  than  the  accepted  hour,  met  SAM  with 
the  remark,  'hley  Sam,  v/e're  from  Michigan,  let  us  in." 
Doesn't  that  sound  like  the  ex  Bu.  Man.? 

STEWIE  DAVIDSON  hung  his  first  Scout  badge  on 
one  fair  Alpha   Gam?  Very  touching  we  think. 

During  the  practices  before  the  start  of  a  certain 
basketball  game,  JANE  NEUMAN  pipes  up  with  the  query, 
"Gee,  do  they  use  all  ten  balls?"  She  probably  thinks 
Theodore    Roosevelt  's    President. 

The  ternble  battle  of  MULLIGAN  vs.  LAPP  was  just 
waxing  warm — with  CLIFF  WEAKE  as  the  trophy.  The 
little  gals  decided  to  flip  a  coin,  so  Mulligan  continued 
to  go  SOUTHVVARD? 

RAKITA  was  having  much  difficulty  chizzeling  on  PEND- 
ERGRAST  as  FRAZIER  was  not  willing  to  stand  "pat"  on 
her  policy  of  late  dates? 

When  the  management  of  a  certain  "soda  fountain" 
reserved  the  right  to  turn  away  TANGORA,  KURTZ. 
DETAMBLE,  and  MORSE  because  of  the  "21   age  limit?" 

JERRY  MILLER  shows  up  in  time  for  his  date  with 
JEANNIE  SMITH.  But  finds  upon  arrival  that  she  is 
still  out  on  date  No.  I.  So  Jerry  magnanimously  offers 
to  tell  the  family  all  about  Miller  till  the  little  girl  comes 
home? 

COACH  STUTEVILLE  excused  "FIG"  NEWTON  from 
wrestling  practices,  on  the  strength  of  his  "work"  in  Wil- 
mette  Harbor. 

The  Kappas  we're  wondering  what  attraction  BEN 
HANDV/ORK  and  OSCAR  V/OODBURY  found  in  Royce- 
more  girls?     Well  .  .  . 

At  the  Delta  Gamma  Xmas  party  at  the  house,  GINNY 
REISTER  got  a  tube  of  toothpaste,  ELLIS  BARKER  got 
handcuffs  (BILL?),  and  Aunty  was  wondering  just  who 
could  have  received  the  seven  baby  dolls?  At  least  that 
was  before  +he  quintuplet  fad. 

The  Phi  Gam  frosh  took  his  toothbrush  to  school  with 
him?  Upon  being  questioned  he  said,  "Well  I  don't  mind 
the  roommate  using  my  ties,  shirts,  and  collars,  but  when 
it  comes  to  toothbrushes,  that's  the  last  bristle?" 

The  TRI  DELT  housemother  came  in  at  four  o'clock 
from  the  formal,  and   SAM  wouldn't  let  her  in? 

CRUICE,  who  was  then  beauing  MOLLY  LESLIE  spent 
a  good  deal  of  the  Christmas  holidays  at  the  D.  G.'s 
home.  And  Molly's  mother  thought  Wally  was  "so  nice?" 

That's  all  for  now  fond  ones.  Come  again  next  month. 
We'll  have  more  "  'Way  back  when's"  for  you  then. 


Listening  In  on  the  Big  Ten 

By  Roy  Frentz 

•  With  six,  and  probably  seven  of  the  "Big  Ten"  definite- 
ly in  the  race,  the  Western  Conference  basketball  season 
v/ill  soon  get  under  way.  The  six  teams  are  Northwestern, 
Purdue — last  year's  title  holder,  Illinois,  Wisconsin,  Iowa, 
and   Minnesota. 

According  to  Coach  "Dutch"  Lonborg,  Northwestern 's 
toughest  opposition  will  come  from  three  of  these  teams: 
Purdue,  Wisconsin,  and  Illinois.  Wisconsin  will  be  the 
team  to  beat,  he  said,  because  their  entire  1933-34  team 
has  returned  this  year.  Poser  and  McDonald,  high-scoring 
guards,  will  hold  down  these  positions.  At  forward  Bud 
Foster,  Wisconsin  coach,  can  put  DeMars,  Preboski, 
or  Hamann.  Preboski  scored  69  points  in  Big  Ten  com- 
petition last  year.  Stege,  six  feet  six  inches,  and  Knake, 
six  feet  four  inches,  will  alternate  at  the  center  post. 

Purdue  was  far  in  front  of  the  field  in  the  1933-34 
season.  They  have  lost  three  regulars  from  that  champion- 
ship team,  although  Cottom,  leader  of  the  Conference  in 
scoring  with  a  total  of  120  points  in  twelve  games,  is  back. 
Shaver,  guard,  is  the  other  member  of  Purdue's  champions 
who  is  to  play  in  the  coming  season.  It  will  take  a  lot 
of  coaching  by  "Piggy"  Lambert  to  produce  another 
champion  for  Purdue. 

Iowa,  who  finished  the  past  season  in  a  tie  for  fifth 
place  v/ith  Indiana,  has  lost  an  All-Conference  guard — 
Ben  Seller.  But  enough  sophomores  have  come  up  from 
the  Frosh  squad  to  relieve  a  few  of  Coach  Rollie  Wil- 
liam's worries.  At  Illinois  the  football  trio  of  Froshauer, 
Lindberg,  and  Beynon  will  continue  their  activities  on 
the  basketball  floor.  Guttschow,  forward,  is  also  back  for 
Illinois. 

Both  Minnesota  and  Ohio  State  have  their  entire  team 
back.  S+ars  at  Minnesota  last  year  were  Norman,  high 
scorer  for  the  Conference  until  the  last  two  games,  and 
Roscoe,  a  forward  who  shoots  all  of  his  shots  one-handed — 
even  free  throws.  Ohio  State  has  Colburn  and  Whit- 
linger.  Chicago,  Indiana,  and  Michigan  will  probably  not 
threaten  the  prospective  leaders,  although  Haarlow,  sharp- 
shooting  Chicago  forward,  will  make  trouble  for  the  op- 
posiHon   in   any  ball  game. 

The  Northwestern  team  will  be  built  around  Lyle 
Fisher  and  Al  Kawai,  said  Coach  Lonborg.  A  number  of 
sophomores  have  come  up,  stated  the  coach,  among  whom 
will  be  shared  the  other  positions  on  the  team.  Mercer, 
McAnally,  Vance,  Davis,  Blume,  Bender,  and  Grosberg  are 
all  showing  up  well.  Rosenfeld  and  Pendergrast,  upper- 
classmen,  might  also  see  action.  As  for  N.  U.'s  chances 
of  winning  the  title.  Coach  Lonborg  said  that  it  is  too 
early  yet  to  be  able  to  see  if  we  have  a  chance. 

The  1934-35  season  should  produce  new  scoring  records 
for  the  Western  Conference,  because  the  seven  leading 
scorers  of  a  year  ago  are  all  back.  Cottom,  Fisher,  Haar- 
low. Froshauer,  Norman,  Stout,  and  Barko  are  each  counted 
on  as  the  ace  point-getters  of  their  respective  teams.  Of 
these  seven,  Haarlow  or  Cottom  look  to  be  the  ones  most 
likely  to  cop   1934-35  scoring  honors. 
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""^  ""^  AEROPLANE  NEiDS-Both  ^^'^ 
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A  GOOD 
PIPE   TOBACCO    MUST    HAVE 

ISo^  MILDNESS 
AND  FLAVOR! 


IN  PIPE  TOBACCO,  mere  mildness  alone  offers  very  little 
reason  for  smoking.  A  man  smokes  to  enjoy  the  taste  of 
good  tobacco.    Take  that  away  and  why  smoke  at  all? 

The  trick  is  to  combine  the  rich,  full-bodied  flavor  of  good  to- 
bacco with  genuine  mildness  so  that  you  can  smoke  your  favor- 
ite tobacco  all  day  long  with  perfect  comfort  and  satisfaction. 

That's  Edgeworth.  Try  a  15-cent  tin  and  get  a  kick  out  of 
the  perfect  combination  of  flavor  and  mildness.  It's  economical 
too.  Pipe  smokers  report  fifty  minutes  to  an  hour  a  pipeful  with 
Edgeworth.  Can  you  beat  that  for  economy?  Edgeworth  is 
made  and  guaranteed  by  Larus  8e  Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  "Virginia. 


EDGEWORTH  HAS  6l>i^ 

MILDNESS  <s^zy  FLAVOR 
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The  way  of  a  maid  with  a  man ! 

— SKI-U-MAH 


WWk//, 


She — Honey,  what  are  the  wild  waves  saying? 
It— Oh,  slish-slosh  'n'  gurgle-gurgle.  — SKI-U-MAH 


Phi  Psi:  I  know  a  girl  who  has  never  been 
kissed,  she  swears. 

Kappa:  I  don't  blame  her.  I'd  s\vear  myself. 


Please  Tell  George  and  Bud  •  That  You  Saw  This  Ad 


Briargate  1581 

Lone  Ranger  Inn 

1951-3  HOWARD  ST. 


SOUTHERN   FRIED  CHICKEN   35c  i^i^ 

STEAKS  SANDWICHES 

GEORGE  M.  KENDALL 


FROGS  LEGS  35c 
BEER  ON  TAP 

BUD  PLASKETT 
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•  'TIs  mighty  crude,  yes,  but  if  Purdue  could  label  the 
Duane  Purvis-Jimmy  Carter  twosome  the  Touchdown 
Twins,  then  why  can't  we,  proceeding  along  the  same 
euphonious  lines,  call  the  "Dutch"  Lonborg-Ted  Payseur 
duo  the  Cage  Club  Constructors? 

It's  awful  we'll  grant,  but  then  we  had  to  use  that  CCC 
arrangement.  We  couldn't  use  Basketball  Something  for 
the  simple  reason  that  there  is  no  word  beginning  with  a  B 
which  can  be  applied  to  that  unit  of  five  players  which 
constitutes  a  cage  team,  htad  we  been  able  to  catch  up 
with  such  a  word  we  could  have  used,  in  a  most  elegant 
fashion,  the  phrase — Basketball  (That  Missing  Word) 
Builders. 

For  that's  what  these  two  are — builders  of  basketball 
teams,  constructors  of  cage  contingents,  molders  of  men. 
And  how  they  can  mold  'em! 

Lonborg,  A.  C.  he  is  in  the  'phone  book.  "Dutch"  and 
head  basketball  mentor  he  is  to  Northwestern.  Quiet, 
square-jawed,  sincere,  capable — he's  one  of  the  best  now 
teaching  the  art  of  Hitting  the  hloop. 

Payseur,  Ted  B.  he  is  in  the  'phone  book.  Ted  and  assist- 
ant basketball  coach  he  is  to  Northwestern.  Dark  in  hair 
and  complexion,  he's  just  the  opposite  in  personality — a 
fellow  who  really  and  truly  is  getting  a  lot  of  fun  out  of  life. 

The  above  two  are  the  men  behind  Northwestern  basket- 
ball, the  men  who  have  elevated  the  Wildcat  representa- 
tives in  this  sport  to  a  place  in  the  Western  Conference 
sun. 

Let's  talk  further  about  'em. 

Back  in  1921  Kansas  University  presented  an  Arthur 
Lonborg  with  a  diploma,  hie  departed  the  school  with  a 
brilliant  athletic  record  behind  him  and  a  coaching  job 
at  McPherson  College  (it's  in  this  country,  that's  the  most 
we  can  venture)  ahead  of  him. 

Six  years  after  he  had  graduated  from  college — in  1927 
— he  had  been  appointed  head  basketball  coach  at  a  Big 
Ten  University  .  .  .  Northwestern.  That's  progress,  boys 
and  girls;  progress  In  a  profession  where  you  stand  or  fall 
on  your  record  and  the  devil  takes  the  hindermost. 

Granting  that  men  who  coach  for  a  living  rise  or  fade 
on  the  cold  figures  in  the  record  book,  let's  trot  out  Lon- 
borg's  Won-Lost-Pct.  statistics  of  the  1928-34  period. 
Now  study  'em: — 


Finished 

Year 

Won 

Lost 

Big  Ten  Race 

1928 

9 

3 

Second 

1929 

8 

4 

Third 

1930 

7 

5 

Fifth 

1931 

II 

1 

First 

1932 

9 

3 

Second 

1933 

10 

2 

First 

1934 

8 

4 

Second 
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And  if  you've  studied  the  above,  as  suggested,  you  per- 
haps noted  these  two  salient  facts: — (a)  Since  Lonborg 
became  headman  of  Purple  court  activities  the  Wildcats 
have  never  finished  out  of  the  first  division  and  (b)  the 
Northwestern  Five  has  never  lost  more  than  five  Confer- 
ence games  nor  v/on  less  than  seven  a  season.  That's 
something  to  think  about  In  these  days  of  your  "Piggy" 
Lamberts,  Everett  Deans,  Doc  Meanwells  (this  will  be  Doc's 
first  year  in  many  off  the  main  stem)  and  other  highly  com- 
petent cage  coaches. 

What's  the  secret  of  Lonborg's  success?  "Just  take  five 
guys,  teach  'em  to  make  baskets,  guard  baskets,  pivot, 
pass,  fight  .  .  .  well,  then  you  have  a  team,"  is  "Dutch's" 
answer.  Thanks,  Mr.  Lonborg,  you've  covered  a  lot  of 
territory  In  those — what  is  the  number — twenty  words. 

But  we'll  tell  you  one  sure  way  of  turning  out  a  record 
like  Arthur's.  Get  a  man  like  Ted  Payseur  to  coach  your 
freshmen,  to  help  you  with  your  varsity  and  to  scout  your 
opponents — you'll  be  well  along  towards  fame  the  moment 
you  hire  such  an  assistant. 

T.  Payseur  matriculated  at  this  school  in  1926 — one  year 
before  Lonborg  put  in  his  welcome  appearance.  A  gradu- 
ate of  Drake  University  of  Des  Moines,  Iowa,  Ted  was  one 
of  the  Middle  West's  brightest  court  stars  during  his  col- 
lege days.  Have  you  ever  seen  a  man  make  a  one-handed 
shot?  Naturally  you  have,  it  Isn't  a  case  of  have  you? 
It's  a  matter  of  how  many  hundreds  of  times.  Well,  this 
Payseur  was  the  lad  who  started  all  the  one-handed  business. 
O  If  you  know  Ted  by  sight,  try  and  locate  him  at  Patten 
gym  some  evening  when  the  Wildcat  cagers  are  scheduled 
to  go  Into  action.  You  have  tried  to  do  just  that  and 
couldn't  find  hide  nor  hair  of  the  gentleman?  Course  you 
couldn't.  He  was  probably  in  Iowa  City,  or  Ann  Arbor,  or 
Lafayette  or  Columbus  scouting  Northwestern's  next  op- 
ponent; jotting  down  notes  and  diagrams  in  preparation 
for  the  Purple's  clash  with  some  foe  on  a  later  date. 

You  know,  every  athletic  aggregation,  be  it  amateur  or 
professional,  must  have  some  one  amongst  Its  personnel — 
a  player,  trainer,  coach — to  rally  faltering  spirits  with  a 
laugh.  Well,  that's  Ted  In  so  far  as  Northwestern  basketball 
Is  concerned.  He  knows  exactly  how  far  to  go  along  these 
lines  and  as  a  result  keeps  a  squad  In  fine  mental  condition 
throughout  a  campaign. 

And  take  It  from  one  who  knows,  underneath  all  his 
tomfoolery,  T.  Payseur  is  one  of  the  most  serious,  all- 
knowing  persons  you'll  ever  come  In  contact  with.  He  un- 
derstands boys  and  he  knows  basketball  and  the  combina- 
tion of  the  two  have  made  him  an  indispensable  aid  to 
Head  Coach  Lonborg. 

And  there  you  have  'em. 

"Dutch"  and  Ted — Cage  Club  Constructors.  And  to 
heck  with  this  euphonious  arrangement.  Cage  Club  Con- 
structors— Par  Excellence! 
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•  Romance  and  Rum  • 

(continued  from  page  12) 

did  she  come  down  without  being  invited?  He  wan- 
dered up  to  Tony's  and  with  Jerry,  the  Bartender, 
discussed  the  vagaries  of  women  far  into  the  night. 

The  week  following  was  crowded  with  work. 
Each  day  Bob  dramatically  reported  the  lurid  details 
of  a  famous  trial  to  which  the  sadistic  housewives 
flocked  eagerly.     His  observations  were  widely  quoted. 

When  Saturday  came  around,  he  reminisced.  First 
time  since  he  had  met  Alice  that  he  hadn't  seen  her 
for  a  week.  Who  did  she  think  she  was  to  be  so 
high  and  mighty  about  that  trivial  incident  of  Sally.'' 
What  was  she  trying  to  do?  Make  him  say  he  was 
sorry?  God,  what  was  there  to  be  sorry  about?  Life 
went  by  too  fast  to  have  regrets.  And  why  have 
them  when  they  were  all  as  futile  as  hair  restorers? 

His  glance  fell  on  Oscar,  the  calico  dog.  Oscar's 
grin  was  getting  personal.  Bob  seized  him  and  flung 
him  across  the  room.  "What  in  hell  is  the  matter 
with  me?"  He  poured  himself  a  drink. 

The  next  morning  he  couldn't  remember  getting 
to  bed.  As  he  counted  the  bills  in  his  pocket,  he  re- 
called little  of  the  past  twelve  hours.  Only  God  and 
the  blondes  knew  where  the  rest  of  his  salary  had  gone. 

He  called  the  maid  to  carry  out  the  bottles.  No 
hair  of  the  dog  tempted  him.  When  he  returned 
after  breakfast,  his  room  was  sunny  and  orderly.  He 
could  hardly  wait  to  get  to  work.  He  dragged  out 
his  old  stories  for  revision.     Rubbish  I 

Then  he  began  to  write.     He  was  keyed  to  crea- 
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tive  pitch.  The  stuff  he  turned  out  now  was  fresh: 
it  had  a  bang  to  it.  No  need  to  whip  his  plots:  they 
raced  along  like  Derby  winners.  He  was  confident 
they  were  naturals. 

Lord,  he  was  tired.  He  stretched  and  yawned. 
What  to  do  now?  He  craved  companionship.  He 
could  appraise  his  stories  better  with  an  audience.  But 
he  didn't  want  any  jittery  female  gurgling  over  them. 

What  about  Alice?  Would  she  come?  He  was  too 
intent  on  his  brain  children  to  philosophize  about 
the  past.  He  reached  for  the  telephone.  "Delaware 
8476." 

"Y.  W.  C.  A." 

He  recalled  the  first  time  he  had  heard  that.  "Miss 
Malloy,  please."  When  Alice  answered,  Bob  launched 
into:  "Say,  Alice.  Lve  just  ripped  off  a  couple  of 
stories  I  want  you  to  hear  before  I  send  them.  " 

Alice's  voice  took  on  new  life.  "Why  Bob,  Ld 
love  to." 

When  Alice  arrived,  Bob  was  ready,  manuscript 
in  hand.  He  plunged  into  his  story  with  all  the 
feverishness  of  its  author.  Alice  was  enraptured:  she 
encompassed  him  with  the  warmth  of  her  admiration. 

"Oh,  Bob,  I  think  it's  a»on-der-fulI  I  don't  see 
how  you  do  it." 

The  second  story  was  better  than  the  first.  Alice 
could  find  no  words  beyond  a  long  drawn  out  "Oh 
...  Bob  ...  " 

He  basked  in  her  admiration.  Even  as  he  sat,  he 

strutted.     He  felt  he  was  finding  his  real  stride.  What 

did  everything  else  amount  to?     Just  headaches  and 

hangovers.      If   you   had   a   good   time   you   couldn't 

(CONCLUDED  ON  NEXT  PAGEJ 


LARGE  enough  to  print 
anything  you  may  need. 

SMALL  enough  to  give 
you  personal  attention. 

MuMM  Print  Shop,  Inc. 

Fred  Cv  Mumm  Edward  H.  Holtz 

Phones:  Gre.  6900-6901 
1033-35  University  Place       Evanston,  III. 

We  Have  No  Branch  Offices 


DECEMBER,     1934 


25 


remember  it.  Alice  was  right.  Things 
did  happen  to  people  who  drank  a  lot: 
not  the  way  she  thought,  but  to  the  people 
themselves. 

Maybe  she  was  the  girl  he  needed  for 
his  guiding  star.  That  Stella  idea  was  all 
a  stall.  Intelligence  as  well  as  sympathy 
was  necessary  to  understanding  him.  He 
was  taking  a  lot  of  hurdles. 

"Alice."  he  began,  "It's  great  to  have 
you  here  again.  Having  you  praise  my 
stories  is  like  a  shot  in  the  arm.  I've 
been  a  fool.  'Will  you  forgive  me?  And 
will    you    listen    to    my    stories — always?" 

Alice  blushed  and  nestled  in  his  arms. 
All  she  said  was:   "Oh  .   .   .  Bob  ..." 

The  trial  ended  abruptly  the  next  day. 
'When  the  judge  had  pronounced  sen- 
tence, the  crowd,  alternately  gaping  and 
munching,    straggled    home. 

Bob  banged  off  his  final  purple  blurb 
at  four  o'clock.  He  felt  damned  sorry 
for  the  condemned  woman.  That  drool- 
ing, driveling  mass  of  humanity  that  had 
fought  its  way  into  the  courtroom  each 
day    nauseated    him. 

"Hi,  Bob.  How's  your  last  sob  on 
the  crime  of  the  decade?" 

"Shut   up,    Jimmy." 

"Losing  your  guts,  Bob?  What  you 
need    is   a   stiff   drink." 

"You're   damn   right,    I   do.   Come   on." 

Together  they  left  the  press  room. 
Hours  later  they  were  polishing  their 
seventh   bar. 

"Just  one  more  shot.  Bob,  and  then 
we  can  sing  in  the  choir.  'Who'll  we 
drink   to?" 

"To    the    purtyest    little    gal    you    ever 


saw.  Bottoms  up."  They  smiled  warm- 
ly at  each  other.  "Jimmy!  where's  a 
telephone?  I  gotta  call  that  gal  right 
away.  Lemme  go.  No,  she's  not  a  dame. 
She's  a  sweet  kid,  and  she's  going  to  re- 
form me.  Lemme  go,  I  say  .  .  .  Okay, 
The   vest   button's   yours." 

Gingerly  Bob  picked  his  way  across  the 
floor  as  though  the  room  were  strewn  with 
debris.  Elaborately  he  produced  a  nickel. 
Delicately  he  balanced  the  coin  between 
his  thumb  and  forefinger.  Finally  he  suc- 
ceeded   in   sliding   it    into   the   slot. 

"God.  what  a  wheel!  What  game  is 
this?  I'll  put  my  money  on  'O'." 

"Operator." 

"Say,  kind  lady.  I'm  a  blind  man. 
Can  you  get  Delaware   8476   for  me?" 

"Y.   W.   C.   A. 

"I  wanna  leave  a  message  for  Miss 
Alice  Malloy,  please."  His  pronunciation 
was    elaborately    careful. 

"Yes?" 

"Tell  her  Bob  Williams,  the  Governor 
of  South  Dakota  called.  He  wants  to 
subscribe    to    her    Clipping    Service    again." 

"N.  R.  A." 

(CONTINUED  FROM  PAGE  4) 
erate  an  idea  could  speak  his  piece.  If  the 
idea  happened  to  be  good,  its  originator 
could  see  it  go  into  actual  effect  immedi- 
ately. Other  government  agencies  sat  op- 
en-mouthed and  aghast  at  such  violent 
disrespect  for  traditional  governmental  pro- 
cedure. There  one  saw  the  power  of  a 
Cause  to  make  men  subordinate  their  per- 


sonal wishes  and  convenience  to  some- 
thing higher.  The  personnel  in  the  early 
days  literally  slaved  for  the  furtherance  of 
NRA.  It  was  not  unusual  for  them  to 
work  as  high  as  twenty  hours  in  one  day 
in  the  height  of  Washington's  heat  and 
humidity,  but  the  reward  was  accomp- 
lishment and  was  well  worth  the  trouble. 
A  great  preponderance  of  the  personnel 
was  young.  Older  men  were  apt  to  be 
too  set  in  their  ideas  to  adapt  themselves 
readily  to  the  program.  My  chief.  Dr. 
Earl  Dean  Howard,  was  a  remarkable  ex- 
ception. He  was,  in  fact,  a  long  way 
ahead  of  most  of  his  colleagues.  As  a 
rule,  however,  the  NRA's  flare,  verve,  ro- 
manticism, and  idealism  appealed  to  men 
in  their  twenties  who  had  been  deeply 
impressed  by  the  ruins  of  a  depression- 
wracked  nation,  and  who  were  aware  of 
the  social  responsibility  incumbent  on  the 
coming   generation. 

All  the  obstacles  which  arose  to  hin- 
der the  NRA  from  being  a  complete  and 
unanimously  popular  success  naturally 
could  not  be  foreseen  and  obviated,  but 
it  has  done  well  enough  to  warrant  its 
continuance.  It  will  leave  its  mark  on 
our  society  and  serve  as  a  milestone  in 
our  future  progress. 

^        ♦        ♦ 

"Hey,  no  smoking  allo'wed  in 
this  class!" 

"I  thought  this  "was  a  pipe 
course." 

■ — Pitt  Panther 
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REVIEW   RATINGS 


DRAMA 

Chicago  has  rediscovered  Shakespeare  in  a  most  encouraging 
and  unusual  fashion.  At  McVickers  the  Globe  Theatre  players 
from  the  World's  Fair  are  presenting  a  repertoire  of  forty-minute 
Shakespearean  plays  in  the  sixteenth  century  manner.  The 
theater,  the  diction,  the  swift  action,  and  the  informal  manner 
of  the  actors  is  amazingly  good.  The  use  of  a  curtain  is  the 
only  modern  feature,   and  that   is   really   unnecessary. 

At  the  Auditorium  theater  Max  Reinhart's  spectacle  based 
on  "Midsummer  Night's  Dream"  is  a  remarkable  creation  of 
loveliness.  The  setting,  costumes,  dancing,  and  Mendelssohn's 
music  are  combined  in  a  fairyland  atmosphere.  Bottom.  Star- 
veling. Peter  Quince,  and  the  others  present  their  satire  on  Eliza- 
bethan drama  amid  a  pageantry  of  gorgeous  splendor.  And  this 
contrast  enhances  the  charm  of  both. 

The  Auditorium  theater  management  announces  the  coming 
engagement  of  the  Monte  Carlo  Ballet  Russe.  They  have 
added  to  their  repertoire  of  last  year  Russian  Tales,  the  Fire  Bird 
by  Stravinsky,  and  several  other  numbers  in  the  modern  style. 


BOOKS 

Every  newspaper  and  every  bookstore  is  getting  ready  its 
list  of  books  suitable  for  Christmas  presents.  After  a  number 
of  years  we  have  given  up  the  futile  task  of  trying  to  find  books 
that  grandmother,  aunty,  uncle,  etc.  would  like.  However,  we 
can  make  two  recommendations  for  father.  If  he  has  a  sense 
of  humor  about  the  American  tradition,  we  think  that  The  Sen- 
timental Years  by  Douglas  Branch  would  please  him.  This  is 
a  historically  accurate  account  of  the  psychology,  the  foibles, 
and  the  manners  of  the  pre-civil  war  period.  The  illustrations 
and  the  poems  are  most  amusing.  Mr.  Branch's  style  is  witty 
and  incisive.  But.  if  father  is  a  serious  American  business  man 
who  believes  in  the  sanctity  of  tradition  and  rugged  individual- 
ism, we  recommend  Ulysses  S.  Grant  by  Col.  Robert  McCormick 
of   the   Tribune. 

I  I 

I      Frank  Rosengren     i 


Rare  and  Standard  Books 
First  Editions  Fine  Presses 

We   purchase   Libraries   and    Smaller   Col- 
lections of  Books. 
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intervals,  free  on  request. 
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•  DIRT  • 


My  very  dear  kiddies: 

Well,  Aunt  Polly  is  with  you 
again — even  though  she  has  been 
suffering  with  a  cold — but  aren't 
we  all.  But  dear  Ezra,  the  janitor- 
stooge  has  just  deposited  his  vac- 
uum-cleaner bag  on  my  front  door 
step,  so  let  us  delve  into  the  sedi- 
ment and  select  a  few  choice  bits — ; 

Aunty  thinks  that  Martha 
Whalen  and  George  Potter  were 
very  inconsiderate  in  announcing 
their  engagement  two  days  after  the 
last  deadline.  A  perfectly  good 
"Football  issue"  and  Butch  pulls 
one  like  that.  The  lodges  of  Phi 
Delta  Theta  and  Delta  Gamma  had 
a  surprise  announcement  party  for 
them — and  they're  "Oh  so  very 
happy."  Aunty  extends  her  very 
best  to  the  two,  and  gives  each  an 
approving  pat  on  the  head. 

Jim  Delano  says  that  "Johnnie 
Wakeman  is  a  really  nice  gal — but 
just  not  my  type."  His  type  being 
.  .  .  what? 

On  the  subject  of  the  cute  Alpha 
Chis  we  gotta  tell  you  about  the 
present  they're  going  to  make  Milt 
Johnson,  a  waiter.  Seems  as  how 
Milt's  been  shooting  off  his  lip  too 
much  at  the  Phi  Delt  house,  so  the 
sisters  are  going  to  present  him  with 
a  pair  of  ear-muffs,  to  be  worn  dur- 
ing meals. 

It  seems  that  the  Formby-Rosen- 
heim-Hoffer  affair  is  assuming  great 
proportions.  Chris  and  Clay  main- 
tain they  are  as  good  friends  as  ever, 
and  even  go  to  the  library  together, 
but  they  follow  each  other  around 
the  place  just  in  case  dear  Howie 
should  show  up. 

And  Van  Scoy  tells  everyone  th.it 


she  has  found  real  love  at  last!  She 
and  Bill  are  having  a  lovely  time, 
billing  and  cooing,  and  saving  pen- 
nies to  buy  a  platinum  band  we 
gather.  Is  it  on  the  level,  or  is 
someone  getting  fooled? 

Aunt  Polly  is  glad  to  hear  that 
Natalie  Rogers  is  almost  recovered, 
and  will  be  in  battling  for  Kappa 
Alpha  Theta  very  soon.  Good 
luck  Nat!  We've  been  missing  you. 

Dorothy  (lame  brained)  John- 
son tried  to  get  a  sorority  sister, 
wearer  of  a  Phi  Gam  pin,  to  flirt 
with  another  Phi  Gam.  Never  a 
dull  moment! 

Speaking  of  W.  S.  G.  A.  two 
west  quad  sororities  are  having  a 
swell  little  feud.  The  K.  D.'s  re- 
port the  Alpha  Xi's  to  W.  S.  G.  A. 
for  making  too  much  noise,  and 
the  quill  bearers  retort  by  reporting 
the  K.  D.'s  for  coming  in  too  late. 
Never  an  idle  minute! 

Edythe  Lou  Docekal,  is  a  lovely 
girl,  and  much  sought  after.  In 
fact  she  is  so  sought  after  that  she 
is  causing  the  owner  of  the  pin  she 
sometimes  wears,  no  end  of  trouble. 
Off  again,  on  again,  etc. 

Patricia  (Two  o'clock  for  wom- 
en) Frazier  recently  went  to  Illinois 
to  make  whoopee — and  spent  the 
evening  with  Pendergrast  instead. 
Love  in  bloom! 

Will  someone  please  help  poor 
Jacli  Lannin  out?  For  two  months 
he's  been  trying  to  meet  Kay  Shay, 
of  the  D.  G.  club.  He's  very  inter- 
ested, thinks  she's  the  original  nutz. 
So  Kay,  will  you  please  get  in  touch 
with  him  to  avoid  further  compli- 
cations,  and  set  his  mind  at  ease? 

What  with  Howie  Rosenheim 
and  Clay  Hoffer,  we  thought  the 
EGA  was  getting  along  nicely,  but 
now  that  Virgil  Day  has  gone 
Alpha  Phi  minded  with  Jean  San- 
ders in  the  background,  the  Asso- 
ciation is  turning  out  to  be  one 
great  big  happy  family. 

Some  of  the  lads  would  like  to 
have  some  info,  about  Julie  Tanner. 
Is  she  really  as  naive  and  shy  as  she 
appears?  Will  someone  oblige? 

Myra  Jane  Hutton,  "Northwest- 
ern's  best  dressed,"  appears  at  the 
Beach  with  Jimmy  Deem.  (The 
Syllabus  does  take  a  lot  of  time, 
Myra.)  As  far  as  we  can  Gage 
things,  the  hat  contest  was  as  typi- 
cally  Northwestern-ish   as   the    an- 
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nual  "450  ticket  limit."  At  any 
rate,  Aunty  overheard  "Phelpsi- 
Whelpsie"  Johnson  phone  in  the 
results  with  the  remark,  "Well,  I 
got  third  place  fixed  up  anyway." 
— Tha'  louse!  Wonder  if  Judge 
Albritton  got  Winser  of  that.  At 
least  it's  all  blown  over  now — but 
jBozo  was  really  hurt.  He  should 
at  least  get  honorable  mention. 

Even  Michigan  is  not  immune  to 
the  charms  (?)  of  our  fran'  Owens. 
Sally  was  among  those  who  went  to 
game  with  Bill  Phelps.  The  result 
of  her  trip  was  electrifying! 

Tci  Delt  Chapman  informs  us 
that  practically  every  girl  in  the 
house  is  wearing  a  pin,  so  there's 
no  news  from  that  source.  Quiet 
girls  these  Tri-Delts,  but  they  get 
there,  they  get  there! 

A  Delta  Gamma  complained  to 
a  rushee  that  Jean  Pennington  got 
away  with  all  of  their  men.  Won- 
der if  it's  Major  influence? 
• 

It  must  have  been  love  at  first 
sight  for  Harry  Moore,  Phi  Psi 
heart  throb,  when  he  saw  Georgi- 
anna  Minchin,  Pi  Phi  darling,  at 
the  Drake  one  night.  Seems  the  lady 
love  is  pretty  well  wrapped  up  at 
present,  and  must  wait  and  see. 
Everyone  for  tables  around  heard 
this  particular  lady's  wailing. 

We  always  feel  sorry  for  fresh- 
men and  women  who  take  pins,  so 
here's  the  latest  tragedy.  The 
Corman-Rinehart  affair.  Now  Mary 
Lou  step  right  up  and  tell  Uncle 
Bob  and  all  the  sisters  how  you 
got  Morrie's  Phi  Kap  pin! 

And  all  the  girls  in  journalism 
school  are  j-o-o-ost  ga-ga  about 
Art  Bamford,  red-headed  Indian 
Dirtmouth.  Is  it  Art,  or  is  it  the 
automobiles?   Maybe  it's  both! 

It  would  be  amusing  to  follow 
Laura  Skoog  around  for  about  a 
week  to  chalk  down  every  time  she 
tells  different  campus  men  she 
"really  lo-o-oues"  them.  Art  Logey 
of  the  Phi  Psi  tong  is  the  latest,  or 
so  someone  told  us  a  few  days  ago. 

Johnny  (Love  in  Bloom)  Bent- 
ley,  Sigma  Nuer,  is  getting  more 
ardent  than  ever  .  .  .  and  does  he 
go  for  Wylen  Baldwin.  Pi  Phi  jun- 
ior .  .  .  and  it's  been  going  on  over 
a  year  now  .  .  .  amen  .  .  .  amen  .  .  . 
ah  men! 

Betty  Lapp  and  Dave  Hess  seen 


in  the  Union — pardon  us,  we  mean 
Student  Building  Grill  sipping  the 
usual  morning  coffee.  Betty  says, 
"Why  yes,  I  am  a  Senior  —  and 
Dave's  only  a  Sophomore.  He's 
really  nice  tho' — even  if  I  am  ahead 
of  him."  We're  wondering  just 
what  you  do  mean,  Lapp! 

Pearson  Graham  is  mad.  In 
fact  he's  furious.  Here  he  was  all 
set  up  with  things  going  nicely,  and 
his  pin  all  hung  on  Jacqueline 
Soutar.  Then  he  suddenly  dis- 
covers that  she  wears  a  Sigma  Chi 
pin  (a  doctor)  in  the  summer,  and 
that  said  pin  rests  on  her  dresser 
(in  plain  sight)  all  winter.  The 
S.  A.  E.  pin  is  now  on  Pearson's 
vest.  He's  looking  for  another  girl 
— must  be  a  groorf  dancer,  agreeable 
and  nice  looking.  All  applications 
may  be  sent  to  the  SAE  house; 
line  forms  to  the  left. 

Kel  Potter,  that  very  lovable 
screwy  idjit  from  the  Sigma  Chi 
house,  wants  to  hang  his  pin  on 
Muriel  Reynolds,  Kappa  pledge. 
But  Muriel  can't  decide  whether  she 
wants  it  or  not.  "He's  just  swell — 
but  oh,  gosh — I  don't  know."  Such 
are  the  trials  of  life,  keed.  (Muriel 
is  not  to  be  confused  with  her  sis- 
ter Dee.) 

The  latest  is  Ed  "Rosy-lips" 
Barnett.  Aunty  wants  to  know  if 
it's  Louis  Phillippe  or  Richard  Hud- 
nut.  He  arrived  home  quite  be- 
smeared one  nite  to  works  a  "sties" 
problem  with  some  of  the  boys. 
(His  interest  in  "sties"  had  been 
mostly  in  the  red!)  And  here.  Aunt 
Polly  wants  to  most  profusely  beg 
a  pardon.  She  was  wrong  about 
the  bet  at  the  Wrangler  house  in- 
volving the  possibility  of  Barney's 
losing  his  pin  to  Marie  Klopsteg. 
There  is,  however,  an  existing  bet 
that  a  pin  will  be  lost  to  the  Kappa 
house  soon.  (Perhaps  even  before 
the  Parrot  can  get  this  printed — • 
but  surely,  we  understand,  by 
Christmas.) 

And  now  about  pin  complications 
— and  they  seem  to  be  all  the  rage 
just  now — one  of  the  campus'  big 
dilemmas  came  out  of  the  Rundall- 
MuUigan  merger.  Speaking  of  the 
event.  Chuck  said,  "The  only  per- 
son who  was  more  surprised  than 
myself,  was  Isabelle."  What's  the 
difference,  if  it  goes  with  your  little 
blue   (CONTINUED  ON  NEXT  PAGE) 
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Y'OU  really  need  a  good  gas-mask 
to  play  tlindman's  buff  success- 
fully when  Joe  and  kis  gassy  old  briar 
are  in  tbe  game.  Tbat  surly  tobacco 
he  stokes  up  with  gives  him  away. 
Run  a  cleaner  through  your  briar, 
Joe,  scrape  out  the  polluted  bowl  — 
then  fill  up  with  mild  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh.  This  gentle  blending  of  Ken- 
tucky Burleys  gives  off  a  delicate  and 
seductive  fragrance  that  appeals  to 
merry  widows  and  wary  kiddoes  alike. 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh  is  cool.  It's  slow 
burning.  It's  pipe  smoking  at  its  best. 
Try  it — you'll  be  the  hit  of  the  party. 

Brown   &  Williamson   Tobacco   Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.  W-412 


Send  for  this 

FREE 


It's     1  5  (^— AND  IT'S  MILDER 
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•  More  Pollyanna  • 

hat?  Bill  Phelps,  who  had  pre- 
viously made  a  date  with  Isabelle 
for  the  Charity  Ball  refused  to  break 
the  date  on  the  chance  that  she 
wouldn't  have  the  pin  by  that  time, 
anyway.      How  utterly  blase  Bill! 

Elmer  Jolly  wants  to  know  if 
the  Beta's  will  lend  him  their  very 
"pretty"  English  Bull  Terrier.  The 
poor  lad  wishes  to  ward  off  the  on- 
slaught of  the  multitudinous  tribe 
of  Delta  Zeta.  In  short,  they  get 
in  his  hair! 

A  lovely  bunch  of  violets,  sweet 
peas,  and  pink  roses,  all  tied  in  a 
bit  of  lace,  effecting  a  nosegay,  goes 
to  Vin  Bonderud.  That  was  one  of 
the  cleverest  tricks  ever  pulled  on 
campus.  Wonder  if  Vin  realizes 
that  the  Phi  Psi's  are  getting,  be- 
sides the  wing  leader  at  the  Junior 
Prom,  an  awfully  swell  gent — and 
all  in  exchange  for  several  well- 
placed  paddles.  Hi  ho. 

Marty  (play-the-field)  Graham 
is  now  squiring  Ginny  "carrot- 
top"  Turner  of  the  Kippie  mansion. 
Pledge  Turner  says,  "I  think  it's 
awfully  swell,  even  if  I  don't  know 
how  long  it  will  last."  We'll  bet 
with   you  on  that,   Ginny. 

At  Michigan,  Mr.  Wilke  held  a 
party  at  the  Detroit  Athletic  Club. 
Among  those  present  were  Don 
Johnson.  Ross  Johnson.  Andy 
Handsel.  Bill  Youngclaus.  and  Bill 
Knapp.  Youngclaus  wishing  to  add 
to  the  D.  U.  trophy  cabinet  brought 
home  a  champagne  bucket,  with  the 
remark,  "This  may  be  a  little  pail, 
but  the  beverage  was  excellent." 

Harry  Leeper  is  only  keeping 
three  girls  on  the  string  now  — 
Patsy  Boylston,  Rita  Poole — and 
(?)  for  the  third.  Aunt  Polly  is 
unable  to  find  out  the  mystery 
woman. 

Come  now,  tell  —  what  was 
Carol  Bates  doing  in  the  midst  of 
a  cornfield  with  George  Edwards 
(Michigan  lad)  at  said  game  on 
that  memorable  week  end.  All  went 
well  until  they  found  that  they 
were  stuck  in  the  mud.  How  ultra 
humiliating! 

Not  so  long  ago  H.  Lee  Huston 
had  a  date  with  Marty  Weir,  and 
no  longer  than  twenty-four  hours 
later,  his  roommate.  George  Phillips 
takes  the  very  same  little  girl  out. 
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Marty  has  been  worrying  ever  since, 
as  she's  forgotten  which  line  she 
used  on  which  guy.  Wotta  life  .  .  . 
And  running  right  'side  this  little 
episode — and  perhaps  an  influencing 
motivation  —  is  none  other  than 
Stan  Jacobs.  Shirley  and  Stan  spent 
the  week  end  in  Wisconsin,  instead 
of    Michigan,     and,     according     to 
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Dwight  Foster,  were  seen  in  the 
most  remarkable  places! 

Headlines!  .  .  .  Stop  the  Press!! 
.  .  .  Scoop'.!'.  ...  A  man  just  bit 
a  dog  .  .  .  For  believe  it  or  not  my 
little  chickadees  Shirley  "Phi  Bete" 
Richardson  got  an  F  notice.  We 
wouldn't  believe  it  until  Prof.  Cii 
English  himself  told  us.  But  he 
said  that  she's  such  a  nice  li'l  gal, 
he'll  give  her  a  good  grade  just  as 
soon  as  she  turns  in  the  late  1.500 
word  stories  she  owes  him  (just 
eleven)  which  are  now  way  over- 
due. 

Oscar  Woodbury,  Phi  Psi,  pulls 
the  old  one  about  having  indulged 
in  a  matrimonial  adventure  while 
sojourning  in  Michigan.  But  dear 
little  Ronny  is  so  in  earnest  about 
the  whole  affair,  that  Aunty  is  be- 
ginning to  take  him  seriously. 
Oscar,  Aunty  commands  that  you 
read  paragraph  13  on  page  36  of 
the  new  Student  Directory! 

And  speaking  of  that  little  edi- 
tion— may  Aunt  Polly  give  her 
hearty  approval.  And  a  couple  of 
bravo's  thrown  in.  Sibyl  did  a 
swell  job!   Merry  Christmas. 

A  few  gorjus  second-hand,  but 
slightly  used,  chrysanthemums  are 
being  sent  to  Tom  Dunlop.  Jack 
Morgan,  and  Dick  Murphy  of  the 
Fiji  place,  for  their  exploits  into 
lands  where  men  have  feared  to 
tread.  For  upon  walking  into  the 
Theta  house  at  Michigan,  and  find- 
ing no  one  on  the  first  floor,  they 
marched,  without  further  ado  or 
inhibition,  straight  up  to  the  second 
floor.  After  they  had  been  prompt- 
ly bounced,  Tom  remarked,  "Well 
heck,  I  knew  a  gal  there!"  Try 
Willard  Hall  sometime  boys  —  the 
stares  are  steeper! 

And  did  you  hear  how  the  Delta 
Gammas  chizzled  Syllabuses  from 
the  gullible  Phi  Gams?  A  kiss  was 
off'ered  for  each  rag  bought — but 
there  were  no  takers!  Try  the  Phi 
Delts — especially  Harry! 

— and  Gurley  finally  has  gone  in- 
to seclusion  by  accepting  Burton's 
pin.       Ain't      married      life      hell, 

Peggy ^ 

And  with  that,  dear  nieces  and 
nephews  Aunt  Polly  bids  you  a 
fond  adieu  with  her  best  wishes 
for  a  Merry  Christmas. 

Aunt  Polly  and  the  S.  S.  S. 
PURPLE     PARROT 


I 


COLL£Gi/^KAi 


•  HUMOR  • 

For  a  drama  is  a  duck. 
Quack  quack. 

Come  all  ye  faithful. 

Characters 
A  duck. 
But  a  duck. 
Or  a  duck. 
Or.  Duck. 

Act  I 
Yellow  Yellow. 
Or  wet. 

Act  II 
Scandalizing  that  it  has. 
Feathers. 

Act  X 
Scene  two. 

Sixty  million  are  there. 
Alone  together. 

An  Anonymous  Portrait  of  a 
Christmas  Present 

It  is  bright.  Light.  Tight.  It  is 
fight.  Fight.  Fight. 

Thousands  fight. 

Fight  thousands. 

Introducing  an  anteater.  Eat 
ants.  Aunts  eat.  Some  eat  and  eat. 
Others  eat  some.  Naturally  as  na- 
turally. As  naturally. 

Seven  see  it. 

See  it. 

See  seven. 

One  two  three  four  five  six  seven. 
Eleven.  Eleven  in  Heaven. 

In  Heaven. 

Having  gifts.  Having  gifts. 

Getting  gifts. 

For  pigs.  Pigs  pigs. 

It  is  always  even. 

Happy  Labor  Day. 

STERTRUDE  GEIN 


. 

...    ft?©    do 

Q 

Name,   please? 

A. 

LIBSON   HOSIERY  SHOPS, 

1606  Orrington. 

Q. 

And  the  charge? 

A. 

Bringing   to  the   people   of   Evanston 

an   exclusive   hosiery  and    lingerie 

shop      dedicated      to      courtesy. 

service,    and    a    high    standard    of 

quality. 

9- 

Can  you  submit  the   proof? 

A. 

Yes,    a    single    visit   to    this    charming 

shop   will   convince   you — Hosiery 

and    Lingerie    attractively    styled 

with       finer       workmanship       and 

materials. 

Libson  l^osiery  Shops      | 

1606  ORRINGTON 

•   Remember  fhe  Parrof  • 


Present  This  Ad 
and  Receive  a 

20% 

DISCOUNT 

As  a  Li+tie  Christmas  Gift 
to  Parrot  Readers  from  the 


Hand  Laundry 

Next  to  Joe's  Hut 


Hic'ry,  Dlc'ry,  Dock      • 


For  Your  Repairing 

Watches,  Clocks, 
Jewelry,  Optical 


LEE 
NELSON 

1626  Orrington  Ave, 
University  0461 


Introducing  the  Stairs 

A  hall.  Hall.  Hall.  Tall  hall. 
Tall  hall  fall.  I  fall.  Together  we. 
Fall.  Fall  hall.  Fall  leaves.  Leaves 
teas.  Tea  chair  for  share.  Stairs. 

One  is  giving  help. 

Two  is  slipping   forward. 

Four  feels  the  time. 

Is  waiting  for  stairs. 

To  fall.  High.  Too  high  too 
high. 

To  fall   up. 

As  fall  away. 

Down  to  crawl. 

University  tea. 

Tee-hee. 

See  we. 

Sea    weed. 

Bewildered. 

By  tick. 

By  tick  click. 

Clock. 

Excuse  me  for  being  late.  Thanks 
so   much. 

—Pat  Patillo 
O 

Blondes  are  not  so  bad. 
Brunettes   are   all   O.   K., 

But  it  takes  a  red  head 
To  get  me — that  way! 

e 

On  the  Ag  campus  down  at 
Purdue  a  couple  of  seniors  are  ex- 
perimenting on  a  new  breed  of 
sheep,  which  they  claim  will  pro- 
duce lambs  capable  of  attaining  a 
speed  of  60  m.  p.  h.;  so  that  they 
will  have  a  better  chance  of  keeping 
up  with  Mary. 


A  sensible  looking  girl  is  not  so 
sensible  as  she  looks,  because  a  sen- 
sible girl  has  more  sense  than  to 
look    sensible. 

& 

Here  lie  the  bones  of  Nancy  Jones, 
For  her  life  held  no  terrors, 

Born  a  maid,  died  a  maid, 
No  hits,  no  runs,  no  errors. 


His'n — "What's    your    hurry?" 

Her'n — "I'm  going  to  Grand- 
mother's wedding." 

His'n — "Is  vour  Grandmother 
getting  married?" 

Her'n — "Sure." 

His'n — "Well,   it's  about  time." 


DECEMBER,     1934 
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•  HL 

THE  SEMI-ANNUAL  LETTER 
Dear  Son: 

I  do  hope  you  will  come  for  the  Christmas  holi- 
days. Mother  and  I  have  arranged  everything  so 
that  we  will  be  ready  to  receive  you.  All  the  cars 
are  going  to  be  overhauled  and  painted  during  the 
vacation  so  that  you  will  not  be  able  to  wreck  them. 
All  my  champagne,  beer,  wine,  and  gin  will  be  locked 
in  a  steel  vault  which  I  had  installed  in  my  cellar. 
Your  brother's  bank  has  been  emptied  and  the  money 
deposited  in  the  bank  where  you  cannot  get  it.  My 
ties,  shirts,  sox,  gloves,  tux,  etc.,  have  been  placed  in 
a  strong  trunk,  for  which  I  have  the  only  key.  My 
cigars  and  cigarettes  will  not  be  available  as  I  am 
also  locking  them  in  a  humidor.  I  hope  you  will 
come  to  see  us.  I  know  that  I  shall  enjoy  your  visit 
very  much. 

Love, 

Dad 
P.  S.  I  also  fired  the  maid. 

— Widow 
^       ♦      «> 
They  say  a  woman's  face  is  her  fortune.  But  that 
was  before  Mae  West  and  her  New  Deal. 
«■       ♦       <«^ 

Judge:  So  you  admit,  do  you,  that  you  accom- 
panied these  gangsters  on  their  pineapple-tossing  ex- 
peditions? 

Prisoner;  Yeah,  I  guess  I  was  just  a  boom  com- 
panion. 

•■•>       ♦      «- 

And  then  there  was  the  electrician  who  sent  his 
daughter  to  school  to  learn  light  opera. 

♦       ■?• 

May  we  philosophize  a  bit  .  .  .  and  say  .  .  .  that 
.  .  .  Woman  is  a  thing  of  beauty  and  a  jaw  forever. 

— Exchange 

Please  Say  You  Saw — Aw,  Nufs! 


MOR  • 

Diner;  Boy  oh  man!  Lm  hungry  enough  to  eat  a 
horse. 

Waiter:   Okay.    (Calls)    One  hash. 

#       ♦       4- 

He:  I  adore  you.  How  I  long  to  hold  you  in  my 
arms,  to  caress  you,  to  press  your  cheeks  against  mine, 
to  thrill  to  the  touch  of  your  fingers  through  my  hair! 

She:  Well,  let's  see.  Lm  not  busy  this  Saturday 
night. 

^      ♦      «■ 

If  a  boy  does  well  in  college,  it's  heredity:  if  he 
fails,  it's  his  own  fault. 

^       ♦       <j> 

Suggestion  for  a  cut:  A  fraternity  paddling  scene. 
Title:   Making  a  Good  Impression. 

<«>♦«> 

Hint  to  those  whose  Scotch  friends  like  to  call 
about  supper  time:  Serve  sponge  cake. 

^       ♦       <«> 

Men  with  red  noses 

Like  dames  with  few  clotheses. 

—M.  I.  H.  Voodoo 
<*>♦<$> 
Oh.   I  knew  she  was  the  Evangelist's  daughter  be- 
cause I've  been  repenting  ever  since. 

• — M.  I.  T.  Voodoo 

'34:   "Yeh,  I  call  her  my  lever  principle  girl." 
'37:    "Whaddya   mean,   lever  principle  girl?" 
'34:    "I  lever  alone,   'cause  she  ain't  got  no  prin- 
ciple." 

— M.  I.  T.  Voodoo 
^       ♦       ^ 

Great  men  who  make  the  gals 
Don't  interest  me. 
It's  the  gals  who  make  great  men 
That  flavor  history. 

•  What's  the  Use?   You  Won't,  Anyway 


PURPLE  INN 

Luncheon 

Dinner 

After  the  Dance 

Delicious  Food     • 

•     Reasonable  Prices 

823  Davis  Street 


The 

cAnklette  Sandal 

.  .  .  Priced  at  SS.7S 

promises  to  be  the  hit 
of  this  new  romantic 
season  ...  As  elegant 
as    it    is    modern     .     .     . 


(^osepk, 


osepn,  SALON  SHOES 

1629  ORRINGTON  AVE. 
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Juniors 

and 

Organizations 


Your  loyalty  and  interest  in  your 
Syllabus  shown  in  the  past  is  a  mark 
of  excellence. 

Do  your  part — and  make  appoint- 
ments for  Photographs  NOW. 


Eugene  L  Ray 

Officio/  Phofographer  for 
Northwestern   University 

Studio:  1606  Chicago  Ave. :  Uni.  2238 


^a.^^^'^'^^'^c'Sms'^M'^^s'^o'S^.^^^.^^ 


DON'T 
FORGET 


^^,  \\\-- ;^>■^^'•v^v^^>*v- \\\\v, , 


.,,-1 


1$ 


5? 

a? 

i     Chandler's 

^    Fountain  Square  Evanston 


Here  you  will  find  such  a  huge  assort- 
ment of  gifts  that  you  may  do  all  of 
your  Christmas  shopping  here.  You'll 
discover  gifts  that  will  please  and  thrill 
eveiy  member  of  your  family.  Prices 
are  low.  too. 


— Or  Wi7/  /ou?   We//,  Anyway —  •  Soy  You  Sow  \t  in  f/ie  Parrotl 


/Zi  SEASON'S 
GREETINGS 


■^  During  the  past  year  we've  enjoyed 
working  with  students  at  Northwestern 
University  in  the  solution  of  the  printing 
problems  involved  in  many  outstanding 
University  activities.  To  all  our  friends 
at  Northwestern  we  simply  say  "A  Merry 
Christmas'"  and  may  1935  accord  the 
privilege  of  continuing  our  pleasant  asso- 
ciation. 


LLOYD  HOLLISTER  INC. 

Printers  •  Publishers  •  Engravers 

1232  CENTRAL  AVENUE 

WILMETTE  ILLINOIS 


Chi^iistmas 

AT  TaTMAN'S 

Our  comprehensive  stock  offers  a 
most  unusual  selection  this  year  at 
prices   easily   within   range   of   all. 

TAXMAN 

EVANSTON 
CHICAGO 


AFTFR    A    HARD    GAME 


DON'T  YIELD  TO 
FATIGUE 


"Cliff"  Montgomery 

Famous  quarterback!  Now  starring 
with  the  Brooklyn  Dodgers.  "Cliff" 
says:  "After  a  game,  the  first  thing  I 
do  in  the  locker  room  is  to  light  up  a 
Camel — get  a  swell  'lift' — and  in  a  short 
time  I  feel  lOO^c  again— Camels  don't 
interfere  with  healthy  nerves." 


FOR  YOUR  OWN  DAILY  LIFE  YOU  NEED 
ENERGY,  TOO.  Turn  to  Camels  and  see  what  others 
mean  when  they  say  that  they  "get  a  //'//  with  a  Camel." 
Camels  help  to  dispel  tiredness,  ward  off  "blue"  moments 
—actually  increase  your  supply  of  available  energy. 
Camel's  "energizing  effect"  has  been  confirmed  by  science. 
Smoke  all  you  want.  Camels  never  jangle  your  nerves. 


Capt.  R.  Stuart  Murray, 
F.R.G.S.,  says:  "I  was  in 
Honduras  10  months. 
Fortunately  I  had  plenty 
of  Camels.  They  always 
give  me  a  "pick-up'  in 
energy.  I  prefer  Camel's 
flavor,  too.  They  never 
upset  my  ner\'es." 


r- 


SPORTS  WRITER 

Pat  Robinson  of  INS  — 
always  on  the  jump.  Of 
course  he  gets  tired!  But 
— "I  find  Camels  restore 
my  pep,"  Pat  says.  "I 
smoke  at  least  two  packs 
a  day,  and  they  never  in- 
terfere with  my  nerves." 


Copyright,  1934,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


